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HENRY KIRKE WHITE. 



It fell to my lot to publish, with the assistance of my 
friend Mr. Cottle, the first collected edition of the works 
of Chatterton, in whose history I felt a more than ordi- 
nary interest, as being a native of the same city, familiar 
from my childhood with those great objects of art and 
nature by which he had been so deeply impressed, and 
devoted from my childhood with the same ardor to the 
same pursuits. It is now my fortune to lay before the. 
world some account of ooe whose early death is not 
less to be lamented as a loss to English literature, and 
whose virtues were as admirable as his genius. In 
the present instance there is nothing to be recorded 
but what is honorable to himself, and to the age in 
which he lived ; little to be regretted, but that one so 
ripe for heaven should so soon have been removed from 
the world. 

Henry Kirke White, the second son of John and 
Mary White, was born in Notting^iam, March 21st, 1785. 
His father is a butcher ; his mother, whose maiden name 
was Neville, is of a respectable StafTord^^jiipe family. 

From the years of three tUl five, Henry learned to 
read at the school of Mrs. Garrington ; whose name, un- 
important as it may appear, is mentioned, because she 
had the good sense to perceive his extraordinary ca- 
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4 HENRY KIRKE WHITE. 

pacity, and spoke of what it promised with confidenee. 
She was an excellent woman, and he describes her with 
affection in his poem upon ChildhocKi. At a very early 
age his love of reading was decidedly manifested ; it 
was a passion to which everything else gave way. ' I 
could fancy,' said his eldest sifter, ^ I see him in his 
little chair, with a large book upon his knee, and my 
mother calling, " Henry, my love, come to dinner,*' which 
was repeated so often without being regarded, that* she 
was obliged to change the tone of her voice before she 
could rouse him.' When he was about seven, he would 
creep unperceived into the kitchen, to teach the servant 
to'^ read and write ; and he continued this for sometime 
before it was discovered that he had been thus laudably 
employed. He ^rote a tale of a Swiss emigrant, which 
was probably his first composition, and gave it to this 
servant, being ashamed to show it to his mother. The 
consciousness of genius is always at first accompanied 
with this diffidence ; it is a sacred solitary feeling. No 
forward child, however extraordinary the promise of his 
childhood, ever produced anything truly great. 

When Henry was about six, he was placed under the 
Rev. John Blanchard, who kept, at that time, the best 
school in Nottingham. Here he learned writing, arith- 
metic, and French. When he was about eleven, he 
one day wrote a separate theme for every boy in his 
class, which consisted of about twelve or fourteen. 
The master said he had never known them write so 
well upon any subject before, and could not refrain from 
expressing his astonishment at the excellence of Henry's. 
It was considered a great thing for him to be at so 
good a school, yet there was some circumstances which 
rendered it less advantageous to him than it might 
have been. Mrs. White had not yet overcome her hus- 
band's intention of breeding him up to his own business, 
and by an arrangement which took up too much of his 
time, and would have crushed his spirit, if that * mount- 
ing spirit ' could have been crushed, one whole day in 
the week, and his leisure hours on the others, were em- 
ployed in carrying the butcher's basket. Some dif- 
ferences at length arose between his father and Mr. 
Blanchard, in consequence of which Henry was re- 
moved. 
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One of the ushers, when he came to receive the 
money due for tuition, took the opportunity of informing 
Mrs. White what an incorrigible son she had, >and that 
it was impossible to make the lad do anything. This 
information made his friends very uneasy ; they were 
dispirited about him ; and had they relied wholly upon 
this report, the stupidity or malice of this man would 
have blasted Henry's progress forever. He was, how- 
ever, placed under the care of Mr. Shipley, who soon 
discovered that he was a boy of quick perception, and 
very admirable talents ; and came with joy, like a good 
man, to relieve the anxiety and painful suspicions of his 
family. 

While his school-masters were complaining that they 
could make nothing of him, he discovered what Nature 
had made him, and wrote satires upon them. These 
pieces were never shown to any, except his most par- 
ticular friends, who say that they were pointed and 
severe. They are enumerated in llie table of contents 
to one of his manuscript volumes, under the title of 
School-Lampoons ; but, as was to be expected, he had 
cut the leaves out and destroyed them. 

One of his poems, written at this time, and under 
these feelings, is preserved. 



ON BEING CONFINED TO SCHOOL 

OHB PUKASAKT MORNiNO IN BPRIKO. 



Written at the age of thirteen. 

The morning sun's enchanting rays 
Now call forth every songster's praise ; 
Now the lark, with upward flight. 
Gaily ushers in the light ; 
While wildly warbling from each tree, 

The birds sing songs to Liberty. 

» 

But for me no son^ter sings. 
For me no joyous lark upsprings ; 
For I, confined in gloomy school, 
Must own the pedant's iron rule, 
1* 
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And, far from sylvan shades and bowerS) 
In durance vile must pass the hours ; 
There con the scholiast's dreary lines, 
Where no bright ray of genius shines, 
And close to rugged learning cling. 
While laughs around the jocund Spring. 

How gladly would my soul forego 
All that arithmeticians know, 
Or stiff grammarians quaintly teach, 
Or all that industry can reach, 
To taste each morn of all the joys 
That with the laughing sun arise ; 
And unconstrained to rove along 
The bushy brakes and glens among ; 
And woo the Muse's gentle power, 
In unfrequented rural bower ! 
But, ah ! such heaven-approaching joys 
Will never greet my longing' eyes ; 
Still will they cheat in vision fine, 
Yet never but in fancy shine. 

« 

Oh, that I were the little wren 
That shrilly chirps from yonder glen ! 
Oh, far away I then would rove. 
To some secluded bushy grove ; 
There hop and sing with ckreless glee, 
Hop and sinff at liberty ; 
And till deam should stop my lays. 
Far from men would spend my days. 

About this time his mother was induced, by the advice 
of several friends, to open a Ladies' Boarding and Day 
School in Nottingham, her eldest daughter having pre- 
viously been a teacher in one for some time. In this 
she succeeded beyond her most sanguine expectations ; 
and Henry's home comforts were thus materially in- 
creased, though it was still out of the power of his fami- 
ly to give him that education, and direction in life, 
which his talents deserved and required. 

It was now determined to breed him up to the hosiery 
trade, the staple manufacture of his native place ; and at 
the age of fourteen he was placed in a stocking-loom. 
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HENRY KlRKfi WHITE. 7 

with the view, at some future period, of getting a situ- 
ation in ahosier's warehouse. During the time that he 
VTBB thus employed, he might be said to be truly unhappy ; 
he went to his work with evident reluctance, and could 
not refrain from sometimes hinting his extreme aversion 
to it : but the circumstances of his family obliged them 
to turn a deaf ear.* His mother, however, secretly felt 
that he was worthy of better things : to her he spoke 
more openly : he could not bear, he said, the thought of 
spending seven years of his life in shining and folding 
up stocMngs : he wanted 9ometking to occupy his brain^ and 
he should be wretched if he continued longer at this 
trade, or indeed in anything except one of &e learned 



* Hia temper and tone of mind at this period/iM^ien he was in hit fourteenth year, 
ar* displayed in this extract firmn an Addreaa to Contem|dation. 

Thee do I own, the prompter of my joys, 

The soother of my cares, inspiring peace ; 

And I will ne'er forsake thee. — Men may rave, 

And blame and censure me, that I dont tie 

Mv ev'ry thought down to the desk, and spend 

Tne morning of my life in adding figures 

With accurate monotony ; that so 

The good things of the world may be my lot, 

And I might taste the blessedness of wealth : 

But, oh ! i was not made for money-getting , 

For me no much-respected plum awaits. 

Nor civic honor, envied — For as still 

I tried to cast with school dexterity 

The interesting sums, my vagrant thoughts 

Would quick revert to many a woodland haunt, 

Which rond remembrance cherish'd, and the peu 

Dropp'd from my senseless fingers as I pictured, 

In my mind's eye, how on the shores or Trent 

I erewhile wander'd with my early friends 

In social intercourse. And then I'd think 

How contrary pursuits had thrown us wide. 

One from the other, scatter'd o'er the globe , 

They were set down with sober steadiness^ 

Each to his occupation. I alone, 

A wayward youth, mi8le<l by Fancy's vagaries, 

Remain'd unsettled, insecure, and veering 

With every wind to ev'ry point o' th' compass. 

Yes, in the counting-house I could indulge 

In fits of close abstraction ; yea, amid 

The busy bustling crowds could meditate, 

And send my thoughts ten thousand leagues away 
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professions. These frequent complaints, after a yearns 
application, or rather misapplication, (as his brother 
says,) at the loom, convinced her that he had a mind 
destined for nobler pursuits. To one so situated, and 
with nothing but his own talents and exertions to 
depend upon, the law seemed to be the only practica- 
ble line. His affectionate and excellent mother made 
every possible effort to effect his wishes, his father 
being very averse to the plan, and at length, after, 
overcoming a variety of obstacles, he was fixed in the 
office of Messrs. Coldham and Enfield, attorneys and 
town-clerks of Nottingham. As no premium could be 
given with him, he was engaged to serve two years 
before he was articled, eo that though he entered this 
office when he was fifteen, he was not articled till the 
commencement of the year 1802. 



Beyond the Atlantic, resting on my friend. 

Ay, Contemplation, even in earliest youth 

I woo'd thy heavenly influence ! I would walk 

A weary way when all my toils were done. 

To lay myself at night in some lone wood. 

And hear the sweet song of the nightingale. 

Oh, those were times of happiness, and still 

To memory doubly dear ; for growing years 

Had not then taught me man was made to mourn ; 

And a short hour of solitary pleasure. 

Stolen from sleep, was ample recompense 

For all the hateful bustles of the day. 

My opening mind was ductile then, md plastic, 

And soon the marks of care were worn away, 

While I was swayed by every novel impulse, 

Yielding to all the fancies of the hour. 

Bat it has now assumed its character : 

Mark'd by strong lineaments, its haughty tone, 

Like the nrm oak, would sooner break than bend 

Yet still, oh, Contemplation ! I do love 

To indulge thy solemn musings ; still the same 

With thee alone I know to melt and weep, 

In thee alone delighting. Why along 

The dusky tract of commerce should I toil, 

When, with an easy competence content, 

I can alone be happy ; where with thee 

I may enjoy the loveliness of Nature, 

And loose the wings of Fancy ? — ^Thus'akme 

Can I partake of happiness on earth ; 

And to be happy here is man's chief aid, 

For to be happy he must needs be good. 
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On hk thus entering the law, it was recommended 
to him by his employers, that he should endeavour to 
'f>btain some knowledge of Latin. He had now only the 
little time which an attorney's office, in very extensive 
practice, afforded ; but great things may be done in 
^ those hours of leisure which even the busiest may 
create,'''^ and to his ardent mind no obstacles \vere too 
discouraging. He received some instniction in the first 
rudiments of this language, from a person who then 
resided at Nottingham under a feigned name, but was 
soon obliged to leave it, to elude the search of govern- 
ment, who were then seeking to secure him. Henry 
discovered him to be Mr. Cormick, from a print affixed 
to a continuation of Hume and SmoUet, and published, 
with their histories) by Cooke. He is, I believe, the 
same person who wrote a life of Burke. If he received 
any other assistance, it was very trifling ; yet, in the 
course of ten months, he enabled himself to read Hoi^e 
with tolerable fadlity, and had made some progress in 
Greek, which indeed he began first. He used to exer- 
cise himself in declining the Greek nouns and verbs as 
he was going to and from the office, so valuable was 
time become to him. From this time he contracted a 
habit of employing his mind in study during his walks, 
which he continued to the end of his life. 

He now became almost estranged from his family; 
even at his meals he would be reading, and his eve- 
nings were entirely devoted to intellectual improvement. 
He had a little room given him, which was called his 
study, and here his milk supper was taken up to him ; 
for, to avoid any loss of time, he refused to sup with 
his family, though earnestly entreated so to do, as his 
mother already began to dread the effects of this severe 
and unremitting application. The law was his first 
pursuit, to which his papers show he had applied him- 
self with such industry as to make it wonderful that he 
could have found time, busied as his days were, for any- 
thing else. Greek and Latin were the next objects : at 
the same time he made himself a tolerable Italian scholar, 
and acquired some knowledge both of the Spanish and 
Portuguese. His medical friends say that the knowledge 

* Turner*B Pre&oe to the History of die Anglo-Saxoni 
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he had obtained of chymistry was very resectable. 
Astronomy and electricity were among his studies : 
some attention he paid to drawing, in which it is prob- 
able he would have excelled. He was passionately 
fond of music, and could play very pleasingly by ear on 
the piano-forte, composing the bass to the air he was 
playing ; but this propensity he checked, lest it might 
interfere with more important objects. He had a turn 
for mechanics, and all the fittings up of his study were 
the work of his own hands. 

At a very early age, indeed soon after he was taken 
from school, Henry was ambitious of being admitted a 
member of a Literary Society then existing in Notting- 
ham, but was objected to on acpount of his youth: after 
repeated attempts, and repeated failures, he succeeded 
in his wish, through the exertions of some of his friends, 
and was elected. In a very short time, to the. great 
surprise of the society, he proposed to give them a 
lecture, and they, probably from curiosity, acceded to 
the proposed. The next evening they assembled: he 
lectured upon Genius, and spoke extempore for above 
two hours, in such a manner, that he received the unani- 
mous thanks of the society, and they elected this young 
Roscius of oratory their Professor of Literature. There 
are certain courts at Nottingham, in which it is neces- 
sary for an attorney to plead ; and he wished to qualify 
himself for an eloquent speaker, as well as a sound 
lawyer. 

' With the profession in which he was placed, he was 
well pleased, and suffered no pursuit, numerous as his 
pursuits were, to interfere in the slightest degree with 
its duties. Yet he soon began to have higher aspirations, 
and to cast a wistful eye toward the universities, with 
little hope of ever attaining their important advantages, 
yet probably not without some hope, however faint. 
There was at this time a magazine in publication, called 
the Monthly Preceptor, which proposed prize themes 
for boys and girls to write upon ; and which was en- 
couraged by many school-masters, some of whom, for 
their own credit, and that of the important institutions 
in which they were placed, should have known better 
than to encourage it. But in schools, and in allpracti- 
cal systems of education, emulation is made the main 
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sprmg, as if there were not enough of the leaven of 
disquietude in our natures, without inoculating it with 
this dilutement — this vaccine virus of envy. True it is 
that we need enoouragement in youth ; that though our 
vices spring up and thrive in shade and darkness, like 
poisonous fungi, our better powers require light and air ; 
and that praise is the sunshine, without which genius 
will wither, fade, and die ; or rather in search of which, 
Uke a plant that is debarred from it, will push forth 
in contortions and deformity. But such pratices as 
that of writing for public prizes, of publicly declaiming, 
and of enacting plays before the neighbouring gentry, 
teach boys to look for applause instead of being satisfied 
with approbation, and foster in them that vanity which 
needs no such cherishing. This is administering stimu- 
lants to the heart, instead of ^feeding it with food 
convenient for it ;' and the effect of such stimulants is to 
dwarf the human mind, as lapdogs are said to be stopped 
in their growth, by being dosed with gin. Thus forced, 
it becomes like the sapling which shoots up when it 
should be striking its roots far and deep, and which 
therefore never attains to more than a sapling's size. 

To Henry, however, the opportunity of distinguishing 
himself, even in the Juvenile Library, was useful ; if he 
' had acted with a man's foresight, he could not have 
done more wisely than by aiming at every distinction 
within his little sphere. At the age of fifteen, he gained 
a silver medal for a translation from Horace ; and the 
following year a pair of twelve inch globes, for an im- 
aginary Tour from London to Edinburgh. — He deter- 
mined upon trying for this prize one evening when at 
tea with his family, and at supper he read to them his 
performance, to which seven pages were granted in the 
magazine, though they had limited the allowance of 
room to three. Shortly afterwards he won several books 
for exercises on different subjects. Such honors were of 
great importance to him ; they were testimonies of his 
ability, which could not be suspected of partiality, and 
they prepared his father to regard with Ifess reluctance 
that change in his views and wishes which afterwards 
took place. 

He now became a correspondent in the Monthly 
Mirror : a magazine which first set the example of typo- 
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graphical beatness in periodical puUioationSy which 
has given the world a good series of portraits, and 
which deserves praise also on other accounts, having 
among its contributors, some persons of extensive era* 
dition, and acknowledged talents. Magazines are of 
great service to those who are learning to write ; they 
are fishing boats, which the Bucaniers of Literature do 
not condescend to sink, burn, and destroy : young poets 
may safely try their strength in them ; and that they 
should try their strength before the public, without dan- 

BT of any shame trom failure, is highly desirable, 
enry's rapid improvement was now as remarkable as 
his unwearied industry. The pieces which had been 
rewarded in the Juvenile Preceptor, might have been 
rivalled by many boys ; but what he produced a year 
afterwards, few men could equal. Those which appear- 
ed in the Monthly Mirror attracted some notice, and 
introduced him to the acquaintance of Mr. Capel Lofit, 
and of Mr. Hill, the proprietor of the work, a gentleman 
who is himself a lover of English literature, and who 
has probably the most copious collection of English 
poetry in existence. Their v encouragement induced 
him, about the close of the year 1802, to prepare a 
little volume of poems for the press. It was his hope 
that this, publication might, either by the success of its * 
sale, or the notice which it might excite, enable him to 
prosecute his studies at college, and fit himself for the 
Church. For though so far was he from feeling any 
dislike to his own profession, that he was even attach- 
ed to it, and had indulged a hope that one day or oth^ 
he should make his way to the Bar, a deafness to which 
he had always been subject, and which appeared to 
grow progressively worse, threatened to preclude all 
possibility of advancement ; and his opinions, which had 
at one time inclined to deism, had now taken a strong 
devotional bias. 

Henry was earnestly advised to obtain, if possible, 
some patroness for his book, whose rank in life, and no- 
toriety in the literary world, might afibrd it some pro- 
tection. The days of dedications are happily well nigh 
at an end ; but this was of importance to him, as giving 
his little volume consequence in the eyes of his friends 
and townsmen. The countess of Derby was first ap- 
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plied to, and the manuscript submitted to her perusal. 
She returned it with a refusal, upon the ground that it 
w^as an invariable rule with her never to accept a com* 
pliment of the kind ; but this refusal was couched in 
language as kind as it was compUmentary, and he felt 
more pleasure at the kindness which it expressed, than 
disappointment at the failure of his application : a 21. 
note was enclosed as her subscription to the work. The 
margravine of Anspeach was also thought of. There is 
among his papers the draught of a letter addressed to 
her upon the subject, but I believe it was never sent. 
He was then recommended to apply to the dutchess of 
Devonshire. — ^Poor Henry felt a fit repugnance at court- 
ing patronage in this way, but he felt that it. was of con- 
sequence in his little world, and submitted ; and the 
manuscript was left, with a letter, at Devonshire House, 
as it had been with the countess of Derby. Some time 
elapsed, and no answer arrived from her Grace ; and as 
she was known to be pestered with such applications, 
apprehensions began to be entertained for the safety of 
the papers. His brother Neville (who was now settled 
in London) called several times ; of course he never ob- 
tained an interview : the case at last became desperate, 
^ and he went with a determination not to quit the house 
* till he had obtained them. After waiting four hours in 
the servants' hall, his perseverance conquered their idle 
insolence, and he got possession of the manuscript. And 
here he, as well as his brother, sick of ^ dancing atten- 
dance' upon the great, would have relinquished all 
thoughts of the dedication ; but they were urged to 
make one more trial : — a letter to her Grace was pro- 
cared, with which Neville obtained audience, wisely 
leaving the manuscript at home ; and the dutchess, with 
her usual good nature, gave permission that the volume 
should be dedicated to her. Accordingly her name ap- 
peared in the title page, and a copy was transmitted to 
her in due form, and in its due morocco livery, of which 
no notice was ever taken. Involved as she was in an 
endless round of miserable follies, it is probable that she 
never opened the book ; otherwise, her heart was good 
enough to have felt a pleasure in encouraging the author. 
Oh, what a lesson would the history of that heart hold 
out. 

2 
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Henry sent his little volume to each of the then ex- 
isting Reviews, and accompanied it with a letter, where- 
in he stated what his advantages had been, and what 
were the hopes which he proposed to himself from the 
publication : requesting from them that indulgence of 
which his productions did not stand in need, and which 
it might have been thought, under such circumstances, 
would not have been withheld from works of less pro- 
mise. It may be well conceived with what anxiety he 
looked for their opinions, and with what feelings he read 
the following article in the Monthly Review for Februa- 
ry, 1804. 

Monthly Review, February^ 1804. 

^ The circumstances under which this little volume is 
offered to the public, must, in some measure, disarm 
criticism. We have been informed, that Mr. White has 
scarcely attained his eighteenth year, has hitherto ex- 
erted himself in the pursuit of knowledge under the dis- 
couragements of penury and misfortune, and now hopes, 
by this early authorship, to obtain some assistance in 
the prosecution of his studies at Cambridge. He ap- 
pears, indeed, to be one of those young men of talents 
and application who merit encouragement : and it would 
be gratifying to us, to hear that this publication had ob- 
tained for him a respectable patron, for we fear that the 
mere profit arising from the sale cannot be, in any meas- 
ure, adequate to his exigenci,es as a student to the uni- 
versity. A subscription, with a statement of the par- 
ticulars of the author's case, might have been calculated 
to have answered his purpose ; but, as a book which is 
to " win its way" on the sole ground of its own merit, 
this poem cannot be contemplated with any sanguine 
expectation. The author is very anxious, however, 
that critics should find in it something to commend, and 
he shall not be disappointed : we commend his exertions, 
and his laudable endeavours to excel ; but we cannot 
compliment him with having learned the difficult art 
of writing good poetry. 

* Such lines as these will sufficiently prove our asser- 
tions : 
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** Here would I run a visionary Joy, 
lYhen the hoarse thunder 9hook the vaulted skyy 
And, fancy led, beheld the Almighty's form 
Sternly careering in the eddying storm." 

* If Mr. White should be instructed by Alma Mater, he 
will, doubtless, produce better sense, and better rhymes.' 

I know not who was the writer of this precious arti- 
cle. It is certain that Henry could have no personal 
enemy. His volume fell into the hands of some dull man, 
who took it up in an hour of ill humor, turned over the 
leaves to look for faults, and finding that Bay and Sky 
were not orthodox rhymes, according to his wise creed 
of criticism, sat down to blast the hopes of a boy, who 
had confessed to him all his hopes and all his difficulties, 
and thrown himself upon his mercy. With such a let- 
ter before him, (by mere accident I saw that which had 
been sent to the Critical Review,) even though the po- 
ems had been bad, a good man would not have said so ; 
he would have avoided censure, if he had found it im- 
possible to bestow praise. But that the reader may 
perceive the wicked injustice, as well as the cruelty of 
this reviewal, a few specimens of the volume, thus con- 
temptuously condemned because Boy and Sky are used 
as rhymes in it, shall be inserted in this place. 

TO THE HERB ROSEMARY.* 

1. 

Sweet scented flower ! who art wont to bloom 

On January's front severe. 

And o'er the wintry desert drear 
To waft thy waste perfume ! 
Come, thou shalt form my nosegay now. 
And 1 will bind thee round my brow ; 

And as I twine the mournful wreath, 
I'll weave a melancholy song : 
And sweet the strain shall be and long. 

The melody of death. 

*The Rosemary buds in January. It is the flower commonly put in the coifiaf 
«f the dead. 
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2. 

Come, funeral flower ! who lov'st to dwell 
With the pale corse in lonely tomb. 
And throw across the desert gloom 
A sweet decaying smell. 

Come, press my lips, and lie with me 

Beneath the lowly alder tree, , 

And we will sleep a pleasant sleep, 

And not a care shall dare intrude, 

To break the marble solitude, 
So peaceful and so deep. 

S. 

And hark ! the wind-god, as he flies, 

Moans hollow in the forest trees, 

And sailing on the gusty breeze. 
Mysterious music dies. 
Sweet flower ! that requiem wild is mine, 
It warns me to the lonely shrine. 
The cold turf altar of the dead ; 

My grave shall be in yon lone spot, 

Where as I lie, by all forgot, 
A dying fragrance thou wilt o'er my ashes shed. 



TO THE MORNING. 



Written during Ula«n. 



Beams of the day-break faint ! I hail 
Your dubious hues, as on the robe 
Of night, which wraps the slumbering globe, 

I mark your traces pale. 
Tired with the taper's sickly light, 
And with the wearying, number'd night, 
I hail the streaks of morn divine : 
And lo ! they break between the dewy wreaths 
That round my rural casement twine : 
The fresh gale o'er the green lawn breathes ; 
It fans my feverish brow, — it calms the mental strife, 
And cheerily re-illumes the lambent flame of life. 



V 
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The lark has her gay song began, 

She leaves her grassy nest, 
And soars till the unrisen sun 

Gleams on her speckled breast/ 
Now let me leave my restless bed, 
And o'er the spangled uplands tread ; 

Now through the custom'd wood-walk wend ; 
• By many a green lane lies my way, 

Where high o'er head the wild briers bend, 
Till on the mountain's summit gray, 
I sit me down and mark the glorious dawn of day. 

Oh, Heaven ! the soft refreshing gale 

It breathes into my breast ! 
My sunk eye gleams ; my cheek, so pale, 

Is with new colors dress'd. 

Blithe Health ! thou soul of life and ease ! 
Come thou too, on the balmy breeze, 

Invigorate my frame : 
I'll join with the^ the buskin'd chase, 
With thee the distant clime will trace, 

Beyond those clouds of flame. 

Above, below, what charms unfold ^ 

In all the varied view ! 
Before me all is bumish'd gold, 

Behind the twilight's hue. 
The mists which on old Night await, 
Far to the west they hold their state, 

They shun the clear blue face of Morn ; 

Along the fine cerulean sky, 

The fleecy clouds successive fly. 
While bright prismatic beams their shadowy folds adorn. 

And hark ! the Thatcher has begun 

His whistle on the eaves, 
And oft the Hedger's bill is heard 

Among the rustling leaves. 
The slow team creaks upon the road, 

The noisy whip resounds. 
The driver's voice, his carol blithe, 
2*= 
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The mower's strode, his whetting aithe, 
Mix with the morning's sounds. 

Who would not rather take his seat 

Beneath these clumps of trees, 
The early dawn of day to greet, 

And catch the healthy hreeze. 
Than on the silken couch of Sloth 

Luxurious to lie ? 
Who would not from life's dreary waste 
Snatch, when he could, with eager haste, 

An interval of joy ? ' 

To him who simply thus recounts 

The morning's pleasures o'er, 
Fate dooms, ere long, the scene must close 

To ope on him no more. 
Yet, Morning ! unrepining still 

He'll greet thy beams awhile ; 
And surely thou, when o'er his grave 
Solemn the whisp'ring willows wave, 

Wilt sweetly on him smile ; 
And the pale glow-worm's pensive light 
Will guide his ghostly walks in the drear moonless night. 

An author is proof against reviewing, when, like ray- 
self, he has been reviewed above seventy times ; but 
the opinion of a reviewer upon his first publication, has 
more effect, both upon his feelings and his success, than 
it ought to have, or would have, if the mystery of the 
ungentle craft were more generally understood. Henry 
wrote to the Editor, to complain of the cruelty with 
which he had been treated. This remonstrance pro- 
duced the following answer in the next month. 

Monthly Review, March, 1804. 
ADDRESu TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

' In the course of our long critical labors, we have 
necessarily been forced to encounter the resentment, 
or withstand the lamentations of many disappointed 
authors ; but we have seldom, if ever, been more affect- 
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ed, than by a letter from Mr. White, of Nottingham, 
complaining of the tendency of our strictures on his 
poem of Clifton Grove, in our last number. His expos- 
tulation i^ written with a warmth of feeling in which 
we truly sympathize, and which shall readily excuse, 
with us, some expressions^ of irritation : but Mr. White 
must receive our most serious declaration, that we did 
*' judge of the book by the book itself;" excepting only, 
that, from his former letter, we were desirous of miti- 
gating the pain of that decision which our public duty 
required us to pronounce. We spoke with the utmost 
sincerity when we stated our wishes for patronage 
to an unfriended man of talents, for talents Mr. White 
certainly possesses, and we repeat those wishes with 
equal cordiality. Let him still trust that, like Gifford, 
{see preface to his translation of Juvenal,) some Mr. 
Cookesley may yet appear to foster a capacity which 
endtevours to escape from its present confined sphere 
of action ; and let the opulent inhabitants of Notting- 
ham reflect, that some portion of that wealth^which they 
have worthily acquired by the habits of industry, will be 
laudably applied in assisting the efforts of the mind.' 

Henry was not aware that reviewers are infallible. 
His letter seems to have been answered by a different 
writer : the answer has none of the common-place and 
vulgar insolence of the criticism ; but to have made any 
concession, would have been admitting that a review 
can do wrong, and thus violating the fundamental prin- 
ciple of its constitution. 

The poems which had been thus comdemned, ap- 
peared to me to discover strong marks of genius. I 
had shown them to two of my friends, than whom no 
persons living better understand what poetry is, nor 
have given better proofs of it ; and their opinion coincid- 
ed with my own. I was fully convinced of the injustice 
of this criticism, and having accid^ally seen the letter 
which he had written to the reviewers, understood the 
whole cruelty of their injustice. In consequence of 
this,' I wrote to Henry to encourage him : told him, that 
though I was well aware how imprudent it was in young 
poets to publish their productions, his circumstances 
seemed to render that expedient, from which it would 
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otherwise be right to dissuade him ; advised him there* 
fore, if he had no better prospects, to print a larger 
volume, by subscription, and offered to do what little was 
in ray power to serve him in the business. To this he 
replied in the following letter, 

« # * « 

* I dare not say all I feel respecting your opinion of. 
ray little volume. The extreme acrimony with which 
the Monthly Review ( of all others the most important ) * 
treated me, threw me into a state of stupefaction : I 
regarded all that had passed as a dream, and thought 
I had been deluding myself into an idea of possessing 
poetic genius, when in fact I had only the longing with- 
out the afflatus. 1 mustered resolution enough, however, 
to write spiritedly to them : their answer, in the ensu- 
ing number, was a tacit acknowledgement that they had 
been somewhat too unsparing in their correction. It 
was a poor attempt to salve over a wound wantonly 
and most ungenerously inflicted. StjU 1 was damped, 
because I knew the work was very respectable, and 
therefore could not, I concluded, give a criticism grossly 
deficient in equity — ^the more especially, as I knew of no 
sort of inducement to extraordinary severity. Your 
letter, however, has revived me, and I do again venture 
to hope that I may still produce something which will 
survive me. 

' With regard to your advice and offers of assistance, 
I will not attempt, because I am unable to thank you for 
them. To-morrow morning I depart for Cambridge, 
and I have considerable hopes that, as I do not enter 
into the university with any sinister or interested vi^ws, 
but sincerely desire to perform the duties of an affection* 
ate and vigilant pastor, and become more useful to man- 
kind, I therefore have hopes, I say, that I shall find 
means of support in the University, If I do not, I shall 
certainly act in pursuance of your recommendations ; 
and shall, without hesitation, avail myself of your offers 
of service, and of your directions. 

' In a short time this will be determined : and when it 
is, I shall take the liberty of writing to you at Keswick, 
to make you acquainted with the result. 

' I have only one objection to publishing by sub- 
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scription, and confess it has weight with me. It is, 
that in this step, I shall seem to be acting upon the 
advice so unfeelingly and contumeliously given by the 
Monthly Reviewers, who say what is equal to this 
— ^that had I gotten a subscription for my poems before 
their merit was known, I might have succeeded; 
provided, it seems, I had made a particular statement of 
my ease ; like a beggar, who stands with his hat in one 
hand, and a foil account of his cruel treatment on the 
coast of Barbary in the other, and so gives you his 
penny sheet for your sixpence, by way of half purchase, 
half charity. 

^I have materials for another volume, but they 
were written principally while Clifton Grove was in 
press, or soon after, and do not now at all satisfy me. 
Indeed, of late, I have been obliged to desist, aJmost 
entirely, from converse with the dames of Helicon. 
The drudgery of an attorney's office, and the necessity 
of preparing myself, in case I should succeed in getting 
to college, in what little leisure I could boast, left no 
room for the flights of the imagination.' 

In another letter he speaks in still stronger terms, of 
what he had suffered from the unfeeling and iniquitous 
criticism. 



* The unfavorable review ( in the " Monthly " ) of my 
unhappy work, has cut deeper than you could have 
thought ; not in a literary point of view, but as it affects 
my respectability. It represents me actually as a 
beggar J going about gathering money to put myself at 
college, when my book is worthless ; and this with 
every appearance of candor. They have been sadly 
misinformed respecting me ; this review goes before me 
wherever I turn my steps ; it haunts me incessantly, and 
I am persuaded it is an instrument in the hands of Satan 
to drive me to distraction. I must leave Nottingham.' 

It is not unworthy of remark, that this very reviewal, 
which was designed to crush the hopes of Henry, and 
suppress his struggling genius, has J)een, in its conse- 
quences, the main occasion of bringing his ' Remains ' to 
light, and obtaining for him that fame which assuredly 
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will be hk portion. Had it not been for the indi^aticm 
which I felt at perusing a criticism at once so cruel and 
so stupid, the little intercourse between Henry and my- 
self would not have taken place ; his papers would jwpob- 
ably have remained in oblivion, and his name in a few 
years have been forgotten. 

I have stated that his opinions were at one time inclin- 
ing towards deism : it need not be said on what slight 
grounds the opinions of a youth must needs be founded : 
while they are confined to matters of speculation, they 
indicate, whatever their eccentricities, only an active 
mind : and it is only when a propensity is manifested to 
such principles as give a sanction to immorality, that 
they show something wrong at heart. One little poem 
of Henry's, remains, which was written in this unsettled 
state of mind. It exhibits much of his character, and can 
excite no feelings towards him, but such as are favorable. 



MY OWN CHARACTER. 

Addressed (during illness) to a Lady. 

Dear Fanny, I mean, now Pm laid on the shelf, 
To give you a sketch — ^ay, a sketch of myself 
'Tis a pitiful subject, I frankly confess, 
And one it would puzzle a painter to dress ; 
But however, here goes, and as sure as a g«n, 
I'll tell all 9iy faults like a penitent nun ; 
For I know, for my Fanny, before I address her, 
She wont be a cynical father confessor. 
Come, come, 'twill not do! put that curling brow down 
You can't, for the soul of you, learn how to frown : 
Well, first I premise, it's my honest conviction, 
That my breast is a chaos of all contradiction ; 
Religious — Deistic — ^now loyal and warm ; 
Then a dagger-drawn democrat hot for reform ; 
This moment a fop, thaty sententious as Titus ; 
Democritus now, and anon Heraclitus : 
Now laughing and pleased, like a child with a rattle ; 
Then vex'd to th^ soul with impertinent tattle ; 
Now moody and sad, now unthinking and gay, 
To all points of the compass I veer in a day. 
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I'm proud aad disdainful to Fortune's gay child, 
But to Poverty's offspring submissive and mild : 
As rude as a boor, and as rough in dispute ; 
Then as for politeness-7-oh ! dear — I'm a brute ! 
I show no respect where I never can feel it : 
And as for contempt, take no pains to conceal it ; 
And so in the suite, by these laudable ends, 
I've a great many foes, and a very few friends. 

And yet, my dear Fanny, there are who can feel 
That this proud heart of mine is not fashion'd like steeL 
It can love (can it not ?) — ^it can hate, I am sure. 
And it's friendly enough, though in friends it be poor. 
For itself though it bleed not, for others it bleeds ; 
If it have not ripe virtues, I'm sure it's the seeds ; 
And though far from faultless, or even so-so, 
I think it may pass as our worldly things go. 

Well, I've told you my frailties- without any ^oss ; 

Then as to my virtues, I'm quite at a loss ! 

I think I'm devout, and yet I can't say. 

But in process of time I may get the wrong way. 

I'm a general lover, if that's commendation. 

And yet can't withstand you know whose fascination. 

But I find that ^midst all my tricks and devices. 

In fishing for virtues, I'm pulling up vices ; 

So as for the good, why, if I possess it, 

I am not yet learned enough to express it. 

You yourself must examine the lovelier side. 
And after your every art you have tried. 
Whatever my faults, I may venture to say. 
Hypocrisy never will come in your way. 
I am upright, I hope ; I am downright, I'm clear ! 
And I think my worst foe must allow I'm sincere ; 
And if ever sincerity glow'd ii^ my breast, 
'Tis now when I swear '- * * 

About this time, Mr. Figott, the Curate of St. Marys, 
Nottingham, hearing what was the bent of his religious 
opinions, sent him, by a friend, Scott's Force of Truth, 
and requested him to peruse it attentively, which he 
promised to do. Having looked at the book, he told the 
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person who brought it to him, that he could soon write 
an answer to it ; but about a fortnight afterwards, when 
this friend inquired how far he had proceeded in his an- 
swer to Mr. Scott, Henry's reply was in a very different 
tone and temper. He said, that to answer that book 
was out of his power, and out of any man's, for it was 
founded upon eternal truth ; that it had convinced him 
of his error ; and that so thoroughly was he impressed 
with a sense of the importance of his Maker's favor, 
that he would willingly give up all acquisitions of know- 
ledge, and all hopes of dfame, and live in a wilderness, 
unknown, till death, so he could insure an inheritance 
in heaven. 

A new pursuit was thus opened to him, and he en- 
gaged in it with his wonted ardor* ' It was a constant 
feature in his mind,' says Mr. Pigott, 'to persevere in 
the pursuit of what he deemed noble and important. 
Religion, in which he now appeared to himself not yet 
to have taken a step, engaged all his anxiety, as of all 
concerns the most important. He could not rest satis- 
fied till he had formed his principles upon the basis of 
Christianity, and till he had begun in earnest to think 
and act agreeably to its pure and heavenly precepts. 
His mind loved to make distant excursions into the fu- 
ture and remote consequences of things. He no longer 
limited his views to the narrow confines of earthly exis- 
tence ; he was not happy till he had learned to rest and 
expatiate in a world to come. What he said to me 
when we became intimate is worthy of observation : 
that, he said, which first made him dissatisfied with the 
creed he had adopted, and the standard of practice 
which he had set up f6r himself, was the purity of mind 
which he perceived was everywhere inculcated in the 
Holy Scriptures, and required of every one who would 
become a successful candidate for future blessedness. 
He had supposed that morality of conduct was all the 
purity required ; but when he observed that purity of 
the very thoughts and intentions of the soul also was re- 
quisite, he was convinced of his deficiencies, and could 
find ho comfort to his penitence, but in the atonement 
made for human frailty by the Redeemer of mankind ; 
and no strength adequate to his weakness, and sufficient 
for resisting evil, but the aid of God's Spirit, promised 
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to those who seek them from above in the sincerity of 
earnest prayer.' 

From the moment when he had fully contracted these 
opinions, he was resolved upon devoting his life to the 
promulgation of them ; and therefore to leave the law, 
and, if possible, to place himself at one of the Universi- 
ties. Every argument was used by hifr- friends to dis- 
suade him from his purpose, but to no ^^i^ot : his mind 
was unalterably Hxed ; and great and numemjyg as the 
obstacles were, he was determined to surmouht them 
all. He had now served the better half of the term for 
which he was articled ; his entrance and contini^nce in 
the profession, had been a great expense to his family ; 
and to give up this lucrative profession, in the study of 
which he had advanced so far, and situated as he was, 
for one wherein there was so little prospect of his ob- 
taining even a decent competency, appeared to them 
the height of folly or of madness. This determination 
cost his poor mother many tears ; but determined he 
was, and that by the best and purest motives. Without 
ambition he could not have existed, but his ambition 
now was to be eminently useful in the ministry. 

It was Henry's fortune, through his short life, as he 
was worthy of the kindest treatment, always to find it: 
His employers, Mr. Coldham and Mr. Enfield, listened 
with a friendly ear to his plans, and agreed to give up 
the remainder of his time, though it was now become 
very valuable to them, as soon as they should think his 
prospects of getting through the University were such 
as he might reasonably trust to ; but till then, they felt 
themselves bound, for his own sake, to detain him. 
Mr. Pigott, and Mr. Dashwood, another clergyman, who 
at that time resided in Nottingham, exerted themselves 
in his favor : he had a friend at Queens College, Cam- 
bridge, who mentioned him to one of the Fellows of St. 
Johns, and that gentleman on the representations made 
to him of Henry's talents and piety, spared no effort to 
obtain for him an adequate support. 

As soon as these hopes were laid out to him, his em- 
ployers gave him a month's leave of absence, for the 
benefit of uninterrupted study, and of change of air, 
which his health now began to require. Instead of go- 
ing to the sea coast, as was expected, he chose for his 
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retreat the vUlage of WUford, wfiich is situated on the 
banks of the Trent, and at the foot of Clifton Woods. 
These woods had ever been his fftyorite place of resort, 
and were the subject of the longest poem in his little 
volume, from which, indeed, the volume was named. 
He delighted to point out to his more intimate friends 
the scenery of this poem ; the islet to which he had of- 
ten forded, when the river was not knee deep ; and the 
little hut wherein he had sat for hours, and sometimes 
all day long, reading or writing, or dreaming with his 
eyes open. He had sometimes wandered in these woods 
till nigfct far advanced, and usefl to speak with pleasure 
of having once been overtaken there by a thunder-storm 
at midnight, land watching the lightning over the river 
and the vale fewards the town. 

In this village his mother procured lodgings for him, 
and his place of retreat was kept secret, except from his 
nearest friends. Soon after the expiration of the month, 
intelligence arrived that the plans which had been form- 
ed in his behalf had entirely failed. He went immedi- 
ately to his mother : ^ All my hopes,' said he, * of getting 
to the University are now blasted ; in preparing myself 
for it, I have lost time in my profession ; I have much 
ground to get up, and as I am determined nc^ to be a 
mediocre attorney, I must endeavour to recover what I 
have lost.' The consequence was, that he affiled him- 
self more severely than ever to his studies. He now 
allowed himself no time for relaxation, little for his meals, 
and scarcely any for sleep. He would read till one, two, 
or three o'clock in the morning ; then throw himself on 
the bed, and rise again to his work at five, at the call of 
a larum^ which he had fixed to a Dutch clock in his 
chamber. Many nights he never laid down at all. It 
was in vain that his mother used every possible means 
to dissuade him from this destructive application. In 
this respect, and in this only one, was Henry undutiful, 
and neither commands, nor tears, nor entreaties, could 
check his desperate and deadly ardor. At one time she 
went every night into his room, to put out his candle : as 
soon as he heard her coming up stairs, he used to hide 
it in a cupboard, throw himself into bed, and affect sleep, 
while she was in the room ; then, when all was quiet, 
rise again, and pursue his baneful studies. 
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^ The night,' says Henry, in one of his letters, ' has 
been everything to me ; and ^d the world know hovt I 
have been indebted to the hours of repose, they would 
not ^^onder that night images are, as they judge, so 
ridiculously predominant, in my verses.' During some 
of these midnight hours he indulged himself in complain- 
ing, but in such complaints that it is to be wished more 
of them had been found among his papers. 



ODE TO DISAPPOINTMENT, 

1. 

Come, Disappointment, come ! 

Not in thy terrors clad ; 
Come in thy meekest, saddest guise ; 
Thy chastening rod but terrifies 
The restless and the bad. 
But I recline 
Beneath thy shrine, 
And round my brow resigned, thy peaceful cypress twine. 

2. 

Though Fancy flies away 
Betore thy hollow tread. 
Yet meditation, in her cell. 
Hears with faint eye, the lingering knell. 
That tells her hopes are dead ; 
And though the tear 
By chance appear, 
Yet she can smile, and say, My all was not laid here. 

Come; Disappointment, come ! 

Though from Hope's summit hurl'd, 
Still, rigid Nurse, thou art forgiven. 
For thou severe were sent from heaven 
To wean me from the world ; 
To turn my eye 
From vanity, 
And point to scenes of bliss that never, never die. 
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4. 

What is this passing scene ? 

A peevish April day ! 
A little sun — a little rain, 
And then night sweeps along the plain, 
And all things fade away. 
Man (soon discuss'd) . 
Yields up his trust, 
And all his hopes and fears lie with him in the dust. 

6. 

Oh, what is Beauty's power r 

It flourishes and dies ; 
Will the cold earth its silence break. 
To tell how soft how smooth a cheek 
Beneath its surface lies ? 
Mute, mute is all 
O'er Beauty's fall ; 
Her praise resounds no more when mantled in her pall. 

6. 

The most beloved on earth 
Not long survives to-day ; 
So music past is obsolete, 
And yet 'twas sweet, 'tw&s passing sweet, 
But now 'tis gone away. 
Thus does the shade 
In memory fade. 
When in forsaken tomb the form beloved is laid. 

7. 

Then since this world is vain, 

And volatile, and fleet, 
Why should I lay up earthly joys, 
Where rust corrupts, and moth destroys, 
And cares and sorrows eat ? 
Why fly from ill 
With anxious skill. 
When soon this hand will freeze, this throbbing heart 

bestiU? 
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8. 

Come, Disappointment, come ! 

Thou art not stern to me ; 
Sad Monitress ! I own thy sway, 
A votary sad in early day, 
I bend my knee to thee. 
From sun to sun 
My raee will run, 
I only bow, and say, My God, thy will be done ! 

On another paper are a few lines, written probably in 
the freshness of his disappointment. 

I DREAM no more — the visio^THi^ away, 
' And Disappointment * * * t; 
There fell my hopes — ^I lost nijr i^:in this, 
My cherish'd all of visionary bliss. 
Now hope farewell, fafeweU all joys below ; 
Now welcome sorrow, and now welcome wo. 
Plunge me in glooms * * » * 

His health soon sunk under these habits ; he became 
pale and thin, and at length had a sharp fit of sickness. 
On his recovery he wrote the following lines in the 
church-yard of his favorite village. 



LINES WRITTEN IN WILPORD CHURCH-YARD, 

On neoTeiy fiom slekneM. 

Here would l wish to sleep. — This is the spot 
Which I have long mark'd out to lay my bones in ; 
Tired out and wearied with the riotous world, 
Beneath this yew I would be sepulchred. 
It is a lovely spot ! the sultry sun, 
From his meridian height, endeavours vainly 
To pierce the shadowy foliage, while the zephyr 
Comes wafting gently o'er the rippling Trent, 
And plays about my wan cheek. 'Tis a nook 
Most pleasant. Such a one perchance, did Gray 
Frequent, as with the vagrant muse he wanton'd. 

3* 
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Come, I will sit me down and meditate, 

For I am wearied with my summer's walk ; 

And here I may repose in silent ease ; 

And thus, perchance, when life's sad journey's o*er, 

My harass'd soul, in this same spot, may find 

The haven of its rest — ^beneath this sod 

Perchance may sleep it sweetly, sound as death. 

I would not have my corpse cemented down 

With brick and stone, defrauding the poor earthworm 

Of its predestined dues ; no, I would lie 

Beneath a little hillock, grass-*o'ergrown, 

Swathed down with osiers, just as sleep the cottiers. 

Yet may not undistinguished be my grave ; 

But there at eve may some congenial soul 

Duly resort, and shed a pious tear. 

The good man's beidson — ^no more I ask. 

And oh ! (if heavenly beings may look down 

From where, with cherubim, inspired they sit, 

Upon this little dim-discover'd spot, 

The earth,) then will I cast a ^ance below. 

On him who thus my ashes shall embalm ; 

And I will weep too, and will bless the wanderer. 

Wishing he may not long be doom'd to pine 

In this low-thoughted world of darkling wo, 

But that, ere long, he reach his kindred skies. 

Yet 'twas a silly thought, as if the body. 
Mouldering beneath the surface of the earth. 
Could taste the sweets of summer scenery, 
And feel the freshness of the balmy breeze ! 
Yet nature speaks within the human bosom, 
And, spite of reason, bids it look beyond ' 
His narrow verge of being, and provide 
A decent residence for its clayey shell, 
Endear'd to it by time. And who would lay 
His body in the city burial-place, 
To be thrown up again by some rude Sexton, 
And yield its narrow house another tenant. 
Ere the moist flesh had mingled with the dust, 
Ere the tenacious hair had left the scalp. 
Exposed to insult lewd, and wantonness } 
No, I will lay me in the village ground ; 
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There are the dead respected. The poor hind, 

Unlettered as he is, would scorn to invade 

The silent resting-place of death. I've seen 

The laborer, returning from his toil, 

Here stay his steps, and call his children round, 

And slowly spell the rudely sculptured rhymes, 

And, in his rustic manner, moralize. 

I've mark'd with what a silent awe he'd spoken. 

With head uncover'd, his respectful manner, 

And all the honors which he paid the grave, 

And thought on cities, where even cemeteries, 

Bestrew'd with all the emblems of mortality. 

Are not protected from the drunken insolence 

Of wassailers profane, and wanton havoc. 

Grant Heaven, that here my pilgrimage may close ! 

Yet, if this be denied, where'er my bones 

May lie — or in the city's crowded bounds, 

Or scatter'd wide o'er the huge sweep of waters, 

Or left a prey on some deserted shore 

To the rapacious cormorant, — ^yet still, 

(For why should sober reason cast away 

A thought which soothes the soul ?) — ^yet still my spirit 

Shall wing its way to these my native regions, 

And hover o'er this spot. Oh, then I'll think 

Of times when I was seated 'neath this yew 

In solemn rumination ; and will smile 

With joy that I have got my long'd release. 

His friends are of opinion that he never thoroughly 
recovered from the shock which his constitution had 
sustained. Many of his poems indicate that he thought 
himself in danger of consumption ; he was not aware 
that he was generating or fostering in himself another 
disease, little less dreadful, and which threatens intel- 
lect as well as life. At this time youth was in his favor, 
and his hopes, which were now again renewed, produc- 
ed . perhaps a better effect than medicine. Mr. Dashr 
wood obtained for him an introduction to Mr. Simeon, 
of Kings College, and with this he was induced to go 
to Cambridge. Mr. Simeon, from the recommendation- 
which he received, and from the conversation he had 
with him, promised to procure for him a Sizership at St. 
Johns, and, with the additional aid of a friend to supply 
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him with SOL annually. His brother Neville promised 
twenty ; and his mother, it was hoped, would be able to 
allow fifteen or twenty more. With this, it was thought, 
he could go through college. If this prospect had not 
been opened to him, he would probably have turned his 
thoughts towards the orthodox dissenters. 

On his return to Nottingham, the Rev. Robinson, 

of Leicester, and some other friends advised him to ap- 
ply to the EUand Society for assistance, conceiving it 
would be. less oppressive to his feelings to be' dependant 
on a Society instituted for the express purpose of train- 
ing up such young men as himself (that is, such in cir- 
cumstances and opinions) for the ministry, than on the 
bounty of an individual. In consequence of this advice, 
he went to EUand at the next meeting of the Society, a 
stranger there, and without one friend among the mem- 
bers. He was examined, for several hours, by about 
five-and-twenty clergymen, as to his religious views and 
sentiments, his theological knowledge, and his classical 
attainments. In the course of the inquiry, it appeared 
that he had published a volume of poems : their ques- 
tions now began to be unpleasantly inquisitive concern- 
ing the nature of these poems, and he was assailed by 
queries from all quarters. It was well for Henry that 
they did not think of referring to the Mopthly Review 
for authority. My letter to him happened to be in his 
pocket ; he luckily recollected this, and produced it as a 
testimony in his javor. They did me the honor to say 
that it was quite sufficient, and pursued this part of the 
inquiry no further, Before he left Elland, he was given 
to understand, that they were well satisfied with his 
theological knowledge ; that they thought his classical 
proficiency prodigious for his age, and that they had ^ 
placed him on their books. He returned little pleased 
with his journey. His friends had been mistaken ; the 
bounty of an individual calls forth a sense of kindness, 
as well as of dependance : that of a Society has the vir- * 
tue of charity perhaps, but it wants the grace. He now % 
wrote to Mr. Simeon, stating what he had done, and j 

that the beneficence of his unknown friends was no long- i 
er necessary : but that gentleman obliged him to decline 
the assistance of the Society, which he very willingly i 
did. ' 
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This being finally arranged, he quitted his employers 
in October, 1804. How much he had conducted himself 
to their satisfaction, will appear by this testimony of 
Mr. Enfield, to his diligence and uniform worth. ^ I have 
great pleasure,' says Siis gentleman, ^ in paying the tri- 
bute to his memory, of expressing the knowledge which 
w^as afforded me during the period of his connexion with 
Mr. Coldham and myself, of his diligent application, his 
ardor for study, and his virtuous and amiable disposition. 
He very soon discovered an unusual aptness in compre- 
hending the routine of business, and great ability and 
rapidity in the execution of everything which was in- 
trusted to him. His diligence and punctual attention 
were unremitted, and his services became extremely 
valuable a considerable time before he left us. He seem- 
ed to me to have no relish for the ordinary pleasures and 
dissipations of young men ; his mind was perpetually 
employed, either in the business of his profession, or in 
private study. With his fondness for literature, we were 
well acquainted, but had no reason to ofier any check to 
it, for he never permitted the indulgence of his literary 
pursuits to interfere with the engagements of business. 
The difficulty of hearing, under which he labored, was 
distressing to him in the practice of his profession, and 
was, I think, an inducement, in co-operation with his 
other inclinations, for his resolving to relinquish tixe law. 
I can, with truth, assert, that his detehninatim was 
matter^ of serious regret to my partner and myself/ ^ 

Mr. Simeon had advised him to degrade for a year, and 
place himself, during that time, under some scholar. 

He went accordingly to the Rev. ^ Grainger, of 

Winteringham, in Lincolnshire, and there, notwithstand- 
ing all the entreaties of his friends, pursuing the same 
unrelenting course of study, a second illness was the 
consequence. When he was recovering, he was pre- 
vailed upon to relax, to ride on horseback, and to drink 
wine; these latter remedies he could not long afford, 
and he would not allow himself time for relaxation when 
he did not feel its immediate necessity. He frequently, 
at this time, studied fourteen hours a day : the progress 
which he made in twelve months was indeed astonish- 
ing : when he went to Cambridge, he was immediately 
as much distinguished for his classical knowledge as his 
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genius : but the seeds of death were in him, 6.nd the 
place to which he had so long looked on with hope, 
served unhappily as a hothouse to ripen them.* 

During his first term, one of the University Scholar- 
ships became vacant, and Henry, young as he was in 
college, and almost self-taught, was advised, by those 
who were best able to estimate his chance of success, to 
offer himself as a competitor for it. He passed the whole 
term in preparing himself for this, reading for college 
subjects in bed, in his walks, or, as he says, where, when, 
and how he could, never having a moment to spare, and 
often going to his tutor without having read at all. His 
strength sunk under this, and though he had declared 
himself a candidate, he was compelled to decline ; but 
this was not the only misfortune. The general college 
examination came on ; he was utterly unprepared to 
meet it, and believed that a failure here would have 
ruined his prospects forever. He had only about a fort* 
night to read what other men had been the whole term 
reading. Once more he exerted himself beyond what 
his shattered health could bear ; the disorder return- 
ed, and he went to his tutor, Mr. Catton, with tears 
in his eyes, and told him that he could not go into the 
hall to be examined. Mr. Catton, however, thought 
his -success here of so much importance, that he ex- 
horted him, with all possible earnestness, to hold out 
the six days of the examination. Strong medicines were 
given him to enable him to support it, and he was pro- 
nounced the first man of his year. But life was the 
price which he was to pay for such honors as these, and 
Henry is not the first young man to whom such honors 
have proved fatal. He said to his most intimate friend, 
almost the last time he saw him, that were he to paint 
a picture of Fame, crowning a distinguished under-gradu- 



* During his residence in my family, says Mr. Grainger, his conduct was highly 
becoming, and suitable to a christian pro^sion. He was mild and inoffensive, 
modest, unassuming, and affectionate. He attended, with great cheerfulness, a 
Sunday School which I was endeavouring to establish in the vills^e, and was at 
considerable pains in the instruction of the children ; and I have r^atedly observ- 
ed, that he was most pleased and most edified, with sndi of my sermons and ad- 
dresses-to my people as were most close, plain, and familiar. When we parted, we 
parted with mutual regret ; and by U9 his name will long be remembered with affec« 
tion and delight. 
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ate, after the senate-house examination, he would rep- 
resent her as concealing a Death's head under a maak 
of beauty. 

When this was over he went to London. London 
was a new scene of excitement, and what his mind re- 
quired was tranquillity and rest. Before he left college, 
he had become anxious concerning his expenses, fearing 
that they exceeded his means. Mr. Catton perceived 
this, and twice called him to his rooms, to assure him 
of every necessary support, and every encouragement, 
and to give him every hope. This kindness relieved 
his spirits of a heavy weight, and on his return he re- 
laxed a little from his studies, but it was only a little. 
I found among his papers the day thus planned out : — 
' Rise at half past five. Devotions and walk till seven. 
Chapel and breakfast till eight. Study and lectures till 
one. Four and a half clear reading. Walk, &c. and 
dinner, and Woolaston, and chapel to six. Six to nine^ 
reading — ^three hours. Nine to ten, devotions. Bed at 
ten.' 

Among his latest writings are these resolutions : — 

' I will never be in bed after six. 

I will not drink tea out above once a week, excepting 
on Sundays, unless there appear some good reason 
for so doing. 

I will never pass a day without reading some portion of 
the Scriptures. 

I will labor diligently in my mathematical studies, be- 
cause I half suspect myself of a dislike to them. 

1 will walk two hours a day, upon the average of every 
week. 

SU mihi gratia addita ad hoc facienda.^ 



About this time, judging by the hand-writing, he wrote 
down the following admonitory sentences, which, as the 
paper on which they are written is folded into the shape 
of a very small book, it is probable he carried about with 
him as a manual. 

^ 1 . Death and judgment are near at hand. 
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2. Though thy bodily part be now in health and ease, 
the dews of death will soon sit upon thy forehead. 

3. That which seems so sweet and desirable to thee 
now» will, if yielded to, become bitterness of soul to thee 
all thy life after. 

4. When the waters are come over thy soul, and when 
in the midst of much bodily anguish, thou distinguishest 
the dim shores of eternity before thee, what wouldst 
thou not give to be lighter by this one sin ! 

5. God has long withheld his arm ; what if his for- 
bearance be now at an end ? Canst thou not contem- 
plate these tKings with the eyes of death ? Art thou 
not a dying man, dying every day, every hour ? 

6. Is it not a fearful thing to sjtirink from the summons 
when it comes ? to turn with horror and despair from 
the future being ? Think what strains of joy and tran- 
quillity fail on the ear of the saint who is just swooning 
into the arms of his Redeemer ; what fearful shapes and 
dreadful images of a disturbed conscience surround the 
sinner's bed, when the last twig which he grasped fails 
him, and the gulf yawns to receive him. 

' 7. Oh, my soul, if thou art yet ignorant of the enormi- 
ty of sin, turn tbine eyes to the man who is bleeding to 
death on the cross ! See how the blood, from his pierc- 
ed«hands, trickles down his arms, and the more copious 
'streams from his feet run on the accursed tree, and stain 
the grass with purple ! JBehold his features, though 
scarcely animated with a few remaining sparks of 'life, 
yet how full of love, pity, and tranquillity ! a tear is 
trickling down his cheek, and his lip quivers. — He is 
praying for his murderers ! Oli, my soul ! it is thy Re- 
deemer — ^it is thy God ! And this too for Sin — for Sin ! 
and wilt thou ever again submit to its yoke ? ' 

8. Remember that the grace of the holy Spirit of God ;- 
is ready to save thee from transgression. It is always 

at hand : thou canst not sin without wilfully rejecting 
its aid. 

9. And is there real pleasure in sin ? Thou knowest 
there is not. But there is pleasure, pure and exquisite 
pleasure, in holiness. The holy Ghost can make the ' 
paths of religion and virtue, hard as they seem, and 
thorny, ways of pleasantness and peace, where, though 1 
there be thorns, yet are there also roses ; and where all 
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the wounds which we suffer in the flesh, from the hard* 
ness of the journey, are so healed by the balm of the 
Spirit, that they rather give joy than pain.' 



The exercise which Henry took was no relaxation ; 
he still continued the habit of studying while he walked ; 
and in this manner, while he was at Cambridge, com- 
mitted to memory a whole tragedy of Euripides. Twice 
he distinguished himself in the following year, being 
again pronounced first at the great college examination, 
and also one of the three best theme writers, between 
whom the examiners could not decide. The college 
offered him^ at their expense, a private tutor in mathe- 
matios during the long vacation ; and Mr. Catton, by 
procuring for him exhibitions to the amount of 66/. per 
ann. enabled him to give up the pecuniary assistance 
which he had received from Mr. Simeon and other 
friends. This intention he had expressed in a letter, 
written twelve months before his death. 'With regard 
to my college expenses, (he says,) I have the pleasure 
to inform you that I shall be obliged, in strict rectitude, 
to wave the offers of many of my fri.ends. I shall not 
even need the sum Mr. Simeon mentioned, after the first 
year ; and it is not impossible that I may be able to live 
without any assistance at all. I confess I feel pleasure 
at the thought of this, not through any vain pride of in- 
dependence, but because, I shall then give a more unbi- 
assed testimony to the truth, than if I were supposed to 
be bound to it by . any tiefe of obligation or gratitude. 
I shall always feel as much indebted for intended, as for 
actually afforded assistance ; and though I should never 
think a sense of thankfulness an oppressive burden, yet 
I shall be happy to evince it, when in the eyes of the world 
the obligatioii to it has been discharged.' Never, per- 
haps, had any young man, in so short a time excited 
such expectations ; every University honor was thought 
*o be within his reach ; he was set down as a medallist, 
ad expected to take a senior wrangler's degree; but 
lese expectations were poison to him, they goaded him 
) fresh exertions when his strength was spent. His 
situation became truly miserable ! to his brother, and to 

4 
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his mother, he wrote always that he had relaxed in his 
studies, and that he was better ; always holding out to 
them his hopes and his good fortune : but to the most 
intimate of his friends (Mr. Maddock) his letters told a 
different tale : to him he, complained of dreadful palpita- 
tions — of nights of sleeplessness and horror, and of spir- 
its depressed to the very depth of wretchedness, so that 
he went from one acquaintance to another, imploring 
society, even as a starving beggar intreats for food. 
During the course of this summer, it was expected that 
the Mastership of the Free-School at Nottingham would 
shortly becoide vacant. A relation of his family was at 
that time Mayor of the town ; he suggested to them 
what an advantageous situation it woidd be for Henry, 
and offered to secure for him the necessary interest. 
But, though the salary and emoluments are estimated 
at from 4 to 600^ per annum, Henry declined the offer ; 
because, had he accepted it, it would have frustrated 
his intentions with respect to the ministry. This was 
certainly no common act of forbearance in one so situ- 
ated as to fortune, especially as the hope which he had 
most at heart, was that of being enabled to assist his 
family, and in some degree requite the care and anxiety 
of his father and mother, by maMng them comfortable 
in their declining years. 

The indulgence shown him by his college, in provi- 
ding him a tutor during the long vacation, was peculiarly 
unfortunate. His only chance of life was from relaxa- 
tion, and home was the only place where he would have 
relaxed to any purpose. Before this time he had seem- 
ed to be gaining strength ; it failed as the year advanc- 
ed ; he went once more to London to recruit himself — 
the worst place to which he could have gone ; the vari- 
ety of stimulating objects there hurried and agitated him, 
and when he returned to college, he was so completely 
ill, that no power of medicine could save him. His mind 
was worn out, and it tvas the opinion of his medical at- 
tendants, that if he had recovered, his intellect would 
have been affected. His brother Neville was just at this 
time to have visited him. On his first seizure, Henry 
found himself too ill to receive him, and wrote to say 
so ; he added, with that anxious tenderness towards the 
feelings of a most affectionate family which always ap- 
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peared in his letters, that he thought himself recover- 
ing' ; but his disorder increased so rapidly, that this let- 
ter isv^as never sent ; it was found in his pocket after his 
decease. One of his friends wrote to acquaint Neville 
i^rith. his danger : he hastened down ; but Henry was 
delirious when he arrived. — He knew him only for a few 
moments ; the next day sunk into a state of stupor ; and 
on Sunday, October 19th, 1806, it pleased God to remove 
him to a better world, and a higher state of existence. 



The will which I had manifested to serve Henry, he 
had accepted as the deed, and had expressed himself up- 
on the subject in terms which it would have humbled me 
to read at any other time than when I was performing 
the last service to his memory. On his decease, Mr. 
6. Maddock addressed a letter to me, informing me of 
the event, as one who had professed an interest in his 
friend's fortunes. I inquired, in my reply, if there was 
any intention of publishing what he might have left, and 
if I could be of any assistance in the publication ; this 
led to a correspondence with his excellent brother, and 
the whole of his papers were consigned into my hands, 
with as many of his letters as could be collected. 

These papers (exclusive of the correspondence) filled 
a box of considerable size. Mr. Coleridge was present 
when I opened them, and was, as well as myself, equal- 
ly affected and astonished at the proofs of industry which 
lliey displayed. Some of them had been written before 
his hand was formed, probably before he was thirteen. 
There were papers upon law, upon electricity, upon 
chymistry, upon the Latin and Greek languages^frDm. 
their rudiments to the higher branches of cntfcal study, 
upon history, chronology, divinity, the fathers, &c. 
Nothing seemed to have escaped him. His poems were 
numerous : among the earliest, was a sonnet addressed 
to myself, long before the little intercourse which had 
subsisted between us had taken place. Little did he 
think, when it was written, on what occasion it would 
f^l into my hands. He had begun three tragedies when 
very young : one was upon Boadicea, another upon Inez 
de Castro; the third was a fictitious subject — ^He had 
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planned also a History of Nottingham. There was a 
letter also upon the famous Nottingham election, which 
seemed to have been intended either for the newspapers, 
or for a separate pamphlet. It was written to confute 
the absurd stories of the Tree of Liberty, and the Ood- 
dess of Reason, with the most minute knowledge of the 
circumstances, and a not improper feeling of indignation 
against so infamous a calumny; and this came with more 
weight from him, as his party inclinations seem to have 
leaned towards the side which he was opposing. This 
was his only finished composition in prose. Much of his 
time, latterly, had been devoted to the study of Greek 
prosody : he had begun several poems in Greek, and a 
translation of the Samson Agonistes. I have inspected 
all the existing manuscripts of Chatterton, and they ex- 
cited less wonder than these. 

Had my knowledge of Henry terminated here, I should 
have hardly believed that my admiration and regret for 
him could have been increased ; but I had yet to learn 
that his moral qualities, his good sense, and his whole 
feelings, were as admirable as his industry and genius. 
All his letters to his family have been communicated to 
me without reserve, and most of those to his friends. A 
selection from these are arranged in chronological order> 
in these volumes, which will make him his own biogra- 
pher, and lay open to the world as pure, and as excel- 
lent a heart, as it ever pleased the Almighty to warm 
with life. Much has been suppressed, which, if Henry 
had been, like Chatterton, of another generation, I should 
willingly have published, and the world would willingly 
have received ; but in doing honor to the dead, I have 
been scrupulously careful never to forget the living. 

It is not possible to conceive a human being more 
amiable in an the relations of life. He was the confiden- 
tial friend and adviser of every member of his family ; 
this he instinctively became ; and the thorough good 
sense of his advice is not less remarkable, than the af- 
fection with which it is always communicated. To his 
mother, he is as earnest in beseeching her to be careful 
of her health, as he is in laboring to convince her that 
his own complaints were abating ; his letters to her are 
always of hopes, of consolation, and of love. To Neville 
he writes with the most brotherly intimacy^ stiU, how- 
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ever, in that occasional tone of advice which it was his 
nature to assume, not from any arrogance of superiority, 
bat from earnestness of pure affection. To his younger 
brother he addresses himself like the tenderest and wis- 
est parent ; and to two sisters, then too young for any 
other communication, he writes to direct their studies, 
to inquire into their progress, to encourage and to im- 
prove them. Such letters as these are not for the pub- 
lic ; but they to whom they are addressed will lay them 
to their hearts, like relics, and will find in them a saving 
virtue, more than ever relics possessed. 

With regard to his poems, the criterion for selection 
was not so plain : undoubtedly many have been chosen 
which he himself would not have published, and some 
few which, had he lived to have taken that rank among 
English poets which would assuredly have been within 
his reach, I also should then have rejected among his 
posthumous papers. I have, however, to the best of 
my judgment, selected none which does not either mark 
the state of his mind, or its progress, or discover evident 
proofs of what he would have been, if it had not been 
the will of Heaven to remove him so soon. The reader, 
who feels any admiifation for Henry, will take some in- 
terest in all these Remains, because they are his ; he 
who shall feel none, must have a blind heart, and there- 
fore a blind understanding. Such poems are to be con- 
sidered as making up his history. But the greater 
number are of such beauty, that Chatterton is the only 
youthful poet whom he does not leave far behind him. 

While he was under Mr. Grainger, he wrote very lit- 
tle ; and when he went to Cambridge, he was advised 
to stifle his poetical fire, for severer and more important 
studies ; to lay a billet on the embers until he had taken 
his degree, and then he might fan it into a flame again. 
This advice he followed so scrupulously, that a few 
fragments, written chiefly upon the back of his mathe- 
matical papers, are all which he produced at the Uni- 
versity. The greater part, therefore, of these poems, 
indeed nearly the whole of them, were written before 
he was nineteen. Wise as the advice may have been 
which had been given him, it is now to be resetted 
that he adhered to it, his latter fragmei^ts bearing all 

those marks of improvement which were to be expected 

4* 
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fro;n a mind 8o rapidly and continuaity progressive. 
Frequently he expresses a fear that early death would 
rob him of his fame ; yet, short as his life was, it has 
been long enough for him to leave works worthy of re- 
membrance. The very circumstance of his early death 
ffives a new interest to his memory, and thereby new 
lorce to his example. Just at that age when the paint- 
er would have wished to fix his likeness, and the lover 
of poetry would delight to contemplate him, iu the fair 
morning of his virtues, the full spring blossom of his 
hopes, — just at that age hath death set the seal of eter- 
nity upon him, and the beautiful hath been made per- 
manent. To the young poets who come after him, 
Henry will be what Chatterton was to him : and they 
will find in him an example of hopes, with regard to 
worldly fortune, as humble ; and as exahed in all better 
things, as are enjoined equally by wisdom and religion, 
by the experience of man, and the word of Gk>d. And 
this example will be as encouraging as it is excellent. 
It had been too much the custom to complain that ge- 
nius is neglected, and to blame the public when the 
public is not in fault. They who are thus lamented as 
the victims of genius, have been, in almost every in* 
stance, the victims of their own vices ; while genius has 
been made, like charity, to cover a multitude of sins, 
and to excuse that which in reality it aggravates. In 
this age, and in this country, whoever deserves encour- 
agement^ is sooner or later, sure to receive it. Of this 
Henry's history is an honorable proof. The particular 
patronage which he accepted, was given as much to his 
piety and religious opinions, as to his genius ; but assist- 
ance was offered him from other quarters. Mr. P. 
Thomson, of Boston (Lincolnshire), merely upon peru- 
sing his little volume, wrote to know how lie could serve 
him ; and there were many friends of literature who 
were ready to have afforded him any support which he 
needed, if he had not been thus provided. In the Uni- 
versity, he received every encouragement which he 
merited, and from Mr. Simeon, and his tutor, Mr. Cat- 
ton, the most fatherly kindness. . 

' I can venture,' says a lady of Cambridge, in a letter 
to his brother, ' I can venture to say, with certainty, 
there was no member of the University, however high 
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his rank op talents, who would not have been happy to 
have availed themselves of the opportunity of being ac- 
quainted with Mr. Henry Kirke White. I mention this 
to introduce a wish, which has been expressed to me so 
often by the senior members of the University, that I 
dare not decline the task they have imposed upon me ; 
it is their hope that Mr. Southey will do as much justice 
to Mr. Henry White's limited wishes, to his unassuming 
pretensions, and to his rational and fervent piety, as to 
his various acquirements, his polished taste, his poetical 
fancy, his undeviating principles, and the excellence of 
his moral character ; and that he will suffer it to be un- 
der6too4, that these inestimable qualities had not been 
unobserved, nor would they have remained unacknow- 
ledged. It was the general observation, that he possess- 
ed genius without its eccentricities.' 

Of his fervent piety, his letters, his prayers, and his 
hymns, will afford ample and interesting proofs. I must 
be permitted to say, that my own views of the religion 
of Jesus Christ differ essentially from the system of be- 
lief which he had adopted ; but, having said this, it is 
indeed my anxious wish to do full justice to piety so fer- 
vent. It was in him a living and quickening principle 
of goodness, which sanctified all his hopes, and all his 
affections ; which made him keep watch over his own 
heart, and enabled him to correct the few symptoms, 
which it ever displayed, of human imperfection. 

His temper had been irritable in his younger days, 
but this he had long since effectually overcome : the 
marks of youthful confidence, which appear in his earli- 
est letters, had also disappeared ; and it was impossible 
for man to be more tenderly patient of the faults of oth- 
ers, more uniformly meek, or more unaffectedly humble. 
He seldom discovered any sportiveness of imagination, 
though he would very ably, and pleasantly, rally any 
one of his friends for any little peculiarity : his conver- 
sation was always sober, and to the purpose. That 
which is most remarkable in him, is his uniform good 
smse^ a faculty perhaps less common than genius. There 
never existed a more dutiful son, a more affectionate 
brother, a warmer friend, nor a devouter Christian. Of 
his powers of mind it is superfluous to speak ; they were 
acknowledged wherever they were known. It would 
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be idle too, to say, what hopes were entertained of him, 
and what he might have accomplished in literature. 
These volumes contain what he has left, immature buds, 
and blossoms shaken from the tree, and green fruit ; yet 
will they evince what the harvest would have been, and 
secure for him that remembrance upon earth for which 
he toiled. 

* Tlioa Mml of God's b^ earttily mould, 

Thoa bi^py soul ! and ean it be 

That these .... 

Are all tbat must remain of thee ! *^ W«oinoorth. 



CONTENTS. 



OKI 619 AL Preface to Clifton Grove 47 
Lines, by Professor Smyth, of Cam- 
bridge, on a Monument erected by 
Franciq Boot, Esq. in AU-Saints' 
Church, Cambridge, to the Menn" 
ory of Henry Kirke White - 49 
Lines, ity Lord B^on • - 49 
To my Lyre ; an Ode - - - 61 
CUftoD Grove - - - - 63 
Gondoline ; a Ballad - - - 66 
Written on a Survey of the Heavens, 

m the Morning before Day-break 74 
Lines supposed to be spoken by a 
Lover at the Grave of his Mistress 76 

My Study .- * " • '^'^ 

To an early Primrose - - - 80 

Sonnet 1. To tlie Trent - - 81 

-, 2. •* Give me a oottage oo 

some Cambrian wild" - - 81 
^— » 3. Supposed to have been ad- 
dressed by a Female Lunatic to a 

Lady - - • • - 82 

4. In die Character of Der* 

mody - - - - - 82 

6. The Winter Traveller 83 

6. By CapeKLoft, Esq. • 88 

7. Ricantatory in Repty * 84 

— • — 8. On hearing an iGouan 

Harp 84 

9. "What art thou, Migh- 
ty Of e" - - - - 86 
A Ballad. « Be hush'd, be hush'd, 

ye bitter winds** - - - 86 
The Lullabyof a Female Convict to 

her child - - - - 86 

Ode to H. Fuseli, Efq. R. A. - 87 

to the Earl of CarUsle - 90 

Description of a Summer's Eve - 92 
To Contemplation - - - 93 
To the Genius of Romance. Frag- 
ment - - - • - 97 
The Savoyard's Return - - 98 
Lines. " Go to the raging sea, and 

say, 'Be still!'** - - - 99 

Written in the Prospect of Death 100 
Pastoral Song. «*Come, Anna, 

come" 101 

Veriep 102 

« 



Epigram on Robert Bloomfield -103 
Ode to Midnight - - - 103 
— >— to Thought. W>itteQ at Mid- 
night 104 

Genius ; an Ode ... 106 

Fragment of an Ode to the Moon 108 

— " Loud rage the winds 

without*' 109 

*< Ob, thou most &ul of 

Pandora's train*' - - - 110 
Sonnet. To Capel LoA, Esq. - 111 

To the Moon • • 112 

Written at the Grave of a 

Friend 112 

To Misfortune - - 113 

— -»— '* As thus oppress'd with 
many a heavy care" - - - 113 

To April - - - lis 

— -— ** Ye unseen spirits" • - 114 

To a Taoer - • - 114 

. To my Mother - - - 116 
I ■ " Yes, 'twill be over 
•ooa". - - - - 116 

■ To Consumption • - IHI 
. « Thy judgments, Lord, are 

just" 116 

To a Friend in Distress, who, when 
Henry reasoned with him oafan- 
Ijr, asked. If he did not feel for 
himi . - . - " - 117 

Christmas day • - - - 118 
Nelsoni Mors • - - - 120 
Hymn. "Awake, sweet harp of 

Judah, wake" - - - 121 
Hymn for Family Worship - - 122 
The Star of Bethlehem - - 123 
Hymn. " O Lord, my God, in mer- 
cy turn" 124 

Melody. "Yes, once more that 

dying strain" ... 126 

Song, by Waller, with an additional 

Stanza 126 

" I am pleased, and yet I'm sad" 126 

Solitude 128 

"If far from me the Fates re- 
move" 128 

" Fanny, upon thy breast I may not 
lie" ---•'• 120 



46 



CONTENTS. 



FRAGMENTS. 

I. « Saw*ft thou that light 1 *' 
II. " The pious man in this bad 
world" 

III. *' Lo ! on the eastern sum- 

mit" 

IV. « There was a little bird 

upon that pile" •> 
V. " O pale art thou, mv lamp" 
VI. " O give me music" - 
VII. ** Ah ! who can sav, however 

jfeir his view" - 
VIII. « And must thou ^o 1 " 
IX. ** When I sit musins on the 

checker*d past" 

X. " When high romance, o*er 

every wood and stream" 

XI. *< Hush'd is the lyre" • 

XII. " Once more, and yet once 

more*' ., . - 

TiMK 

Childhood, Part I. • • • 
II. - - - 



180 

- 190 

131 

181 
131 
182 

182 
138 

138 

184 
184 

184 
185 
151 
156 

Fragment of an Eccentric Drama 162 
To a Friend • - • • 167 
On reading die Poems of Warton 168 
To the Muse • - - - 169 

To Love 170 

The Wandering Boy - - 171 

Fragment. «The western gale" 171 
Ode, written on Whit-Monday - 173 

Canzonet 176 

Commencement of a Poem on Des- 
- -pair - - - - • 176 
To tluB Wind; a Fragment • -177 
The five of Death - - - 177 



Thanatos 178 

Athanatos • . , . 179 

On Music 180 

Ode to the Harvest Moon - - 182 
Song. "Softly, softly blow, ye 

breezes" 184 

The Shipwreck'd Solitary's Song 186 

Sonnet 187 

Trs Christiad ... 187 

TRIBUTARY VERSES. 

Lines and Note, by Lord Byron 197 
■ written in the Homer ofMr. 
H. K. White - - - 198 

To the Memory of H. K. White, by 
a Lady - - - - - 199 

Stanzas, supposed to have been writ- 
ten at the grave of H. K. White, 
by a Lady .... 201 

Ode on the late H. K. White - 202 

Verses occasioned by the Death of 
H. K. White, by Josiah Conder 208 

Sonnet by Arttnir Owen - - 204 

— in Memory of Mr. H» K. 
White 206 

lleilections on reading the Life of the 
late H. K. White, by William 
Halloway .... 206 

Lines, on readinff the Poem on Soli- 
tude, by Josiah Conder - - 207 

To the Memory of H. K. White by 
the Rev. W. B. CoUyer, A. M. 207 

On the Death of H. K. White, by 
T. Pttrk • • • - 209 

Pros s Rbmmvs - 211—420 



PREFACE. 



The following attempts in Verse are laid before the 
public with extreme diffidence. The Author is very con- 
scious that the juvenile efforts of a youth, who has not 
received the polish of Academical discipline, and who 
has been byt sparingly blessed with opportunities for the 
prosecution of scholastic pursuits, must necessarily be 
defective in the accuracy and finished elegance which 
mark the works of the man who has passed his life in 
the retirement of his study, furnishing his mind with 
images, and at the same time attaining the power of dis- 
posing those images to the best advantage. 

The unpremeditated effiisions of a boy, from his thir- 
teenth year, employed, not in the acquisition of literary 
information, but in the more active business of life, must 
not be expected to exhibit any considerable portion of 
the correctness of a Virgil, or the vigorous compression 
of a Horace. Men are not, I believe, frequently known 
to bestow much labor on their amusements : and these 
Poems were, most of them, written merely to beguile a 
leisure hour, or to fill up the languid intervals of studies 
of a severer nature. 

Urns T« CIXU9S t^%f my»wa0f ^ Every one loves his own work,' 
says the Stagyrite ; but it was no overweening affec- 
tion of this kind which induced this publication. Had 
the author relied on his own judgment only, these Poems 
would not, in all probability, ever have seen the light. 

Perhaps it may be asked of him, what are his motives 
for, this publication ? He answers — simply these : The 
facilitation, through its mean!&, of those studies which, 
from his earliest imancy, have been the pjincipal objects 
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of his ambition ; and the increase of the capacity to pur- 
sue those inclinations which may one day place him in 
an honorable station in the scale of society. 

The principal Poem in this little collection (Clifton 
Grove) is, he fears, deficient in numbers and harmoni- 
ous coherency of parts. It is, however, merely to be 
regarded as a description of a nocturnal ramble in that 
charming retreat, accompanied with such reflections as 
the scene naturally suggested. It was written twelve 
months ago, when the author was in his sixteenth year. 
— The Miscellanies are some of them the productions of 
a very early age. — Of the Odes, that ' To an early Prim- 
rose ' was written at thirteen — the others are of a later 
date. — The Sonnets are chiefly irregular; they have, 
perhaps, no other claim to that specific denomination, 
than that they consist only of fourteen lines. 

Such are the Poems towards which I entreat the len- 
ity of the public. The critic will doubtless find in them 
much to condemn ; he may likewise possiftly discover 
something to commend. Let him scan my faults with 
an indulgent eye, and in the work of that correction 
which I invite, let him remember he is holding the iron 
Mace of Criticism over the flimsy superstructure of a 
youth of seventeen, and, remembering that, may he for- 
bear from crushing, by too much rigor, the painted but- 
terfly whose transient colors may otherwise be capable 
of affording a moment's innocent amusement. 

H. K. WHITE. 

Nottingham. 
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HENRY KIRKE WHITE, 

BORN MARCH 21at, 1785; DIED OCTOBER lOth, 1806. 

Warm with fond hope, and learning's sacred flame, 
To Granta's bowers the youthful Poet came ; 
Unconquer'd powers, th' immortal mind displayed, 
But worn with anxious thought the frame decay'd : 
Pale o'er his lamp and in his cell retired. 
The Martyr Student faded and expired. 
O Genius, Taste, and Piety sincere, 
Too early lost, midst duties too severe ! 
Foremost to mourn was generous Southey seen. 
He told the tale and show'd what White had been, 
Nor told in vain — ^far o'er th' Atlantic wave, 
A Wanderer came and sought the Poet's grave ; 
On yon low stone he saw his lonely name. 
And raised this fond memorial to his fame. 

W. S. 



LINES 

BY LORD BYRON. 



No marble marks thy couch of lowly sleep, 
But living Statues there are seen to weep : 
Affliction's semblance bends not o'er thy tomb. 
Affliction's self deplores thy youthful doom. 



>f 



TO MY LTRE. 



AN ode: 



I. 

Thou simple Lyre ! — Thy music wild 

Has served to charm the weary hour, 
And many a lonely night has 'guiled, 
When even pain has own'd and smiled, 
Its fascinating power. 

II. 

Yet, oh my Lyre ! the busy crowd 

Will little heed thy simple tones : 
Them mightier minstrels harping loud 
Engross, — and thou and I must shroud 
Where dark oblivion 'thrones. 

IIL 

No hand, thy diapason o'er. 

Well skill'd, I throw with sweep sublime ; 
For me, no academic lore 
Has taught the solemn strain to pour, 

Or build the polish'd rhyme« 

IV. 

Yet thou to Syhan themes canst soar ; 

Thou know'st to charm the tDOodland train 
The rustic swains believe thy power 
Can hush the wild winds when they roar. 

And still the billowy main. 
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V. 

These honors, Lyre, we yet may keep, 
I, still unknown, may live with thee, 
And gentle zephyr's wing will sweep 
Thy solemn string, where low I sleep, 
Beneath the alder tree. 

VI. 

This little dirge will please me more 

Than the full requiem's swelling peal ; 
I'd rather than that crowds should sigh 
For me, that from some kindred eye 
The trickling tear should steal. 

VII. 

Yet dear to me the wreath of bay. 

Perhaps from me debarr'd : 
And dear to me the classic zone. 
Which, snatch'd from learning's labor'd throne, 

Adorns the accepted bard. 

VIII. 

And ! if yet 'twere mine to dwell 

Where Cam or Isis winds along. 
Perchance, inspired with ardor chaste, 
I yet might call the ear of taste 

To listen to my song. 

IX. 

Oh ! then, my little friend, thy style 

I'd change to happier lays, 
Oh ! then, the cloister'd glooms should smile. 
And through the long, the fretted aisle 

Should swell the note of praise. 



CLIFTON GROVE. 



A SKETCH IN VEBSB. 



Lo ! in the west, fast fades the lingering light, 
And day's last vestige takes its silent flight. 
No more is heard the woodman's measured stroke) 
Which, with the dawn, from yonder dingle broke ; 
No more hoarse clamoring o'er the uplifted head. 
The crows assembling, seek their wind-rock'd bed ; 
Still'd is the village hum — ^the woodland sounds 
Have ceased to echo o'er the dewy grounds, 
And general silence reigns, save when below, 
The murmuring Trent is scarcely heard to flow ; 
And save when, swung by 'nighted rustic late, 
Oft, on its hinge, rebounds the jarring gate ; 
Or when the sheep-bell, in the distant vale, 
Breathes its wild music on the downy gale. 

Now, when the rustic wears the social smile, 
Released from day and its attendant toil. 
And draws his household round their evening fire, 
And tells the oft-told tales that never tire ; 
Or where the town's blue turrets dimly rise, ' 
And manufacture taints the ambient skies. 
The pale mechanic leaves the laboring loom, 
The air-pent hold, the pestilential room, 
And rushes out, impatient to begin 
The stated course of customary sin ; 
Now, now my solitary way I bend '^ 
Where solemn groves in awful state impend. 
And cliffs, that boldly rise above the plain. 
Bespeak, bless'd Clifton ! thy sublime domain. 

5* 
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Here, lonely wandering o'er the sylvan bower, 

I come to pass the meditative hour ; 

To bid awhile the strife of passion cease, 

And woo the calms of solitude and peace. 

And oh ! thou sacred Power, who rear'st oH hifl^ 

Thy leafy throne where waving poplars sigh ! 

Genius of woodland shades ! whose mild control 

Steals with resistless witchery to the soul, 

Come with thy wonted ardor, and inspire 

My glowing bosom with thy hallowed fire. 

And thou too. Fancy, from thy starry sphere. 

Where to the hymning orbs thou lend'st thine ear. 

Do thou descend, and bless my ravished sight, 

Yeil'd in soft visions of serene delight. 

At thy command the gale that passes by 

Bears in its whispers mystic harmony. 

Thou wav'st thy wand, and lo ! what forms appear f 

On the dark cloud what giant shapes career ? 

The ghosts of Ossian! skim the misty vale. 

And hosts of Sylphids on the moon-beams sail. 

This gloomy alcove, darkling to the sight, 
Where meeting trees create eternal night ; 
Save, when from yonder stream, the sunny ray. 
Reflected, gives a dubious gleam of day ; 
Recalls, endearing to my alter'd mind, 
Times, when beneath the boxen hedge reclinea, 
I watch 'd the lapwing to her clamorous brood ; 
Or lured the robin to its scatter'd food ; 
Or woke with song the woodland echo wild. 
And at each gay response delighted smiled. 
How oft, when childhood threw its golden ray 
Of gay romance o'er every happy day, 
Here would I run, a visionary boy, x 

When the hoarse tempest shook the vaulted sky, 
And, fancy-led, beheld the Almighty's form 
Sternly careering on the eddying storm ; 
And heard, while awe congeal'd my inmost soul. 
His voice terrificin the thunders roll. 
With secret joy,* view'd with vivid glare 
The voUey'd lightnings cleave the sullen air ; 
And, as the warring winds around reviled, 
With awful pleasure big, — ^I heard and smiled. 
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Beloved remembrance ! — Memory which endears 

This silent spot to my advancing years. 

Here dwells eternal peace, eternal rest, 

In shades like these to live is to be bless'd. 

While happiness evades the busy crowd, 

In rural coverts loves the maid to shroud. 

And thou too, Inspiration, whose wild flame 

Shoots with electric swiftness through the frame, 

Thou here dost love to sit with up-tum'd eye, 

And listen to the stream that murmurs by. 

The woods that wave, the gray owl's silken flight. 

The mellow music of the listening night. 

Congenial calms more welcome to my breast 

Than-maddening joy in dazzling lustre dress'd. 

To Heaven my prayers, my daily prayers, I raise, 

That ye may bless my unambitious days. 

Withdrawn, remote, from all the haunts of strife. 

May trace with me the lowly vale of life. 

And when her banner Death shall o'er me wave, 

May keep yoig* peaceful vigils on my gprave. 

Now as I rove, where wide the prospect grows, 

A livelier light upon my vision flows. 

No more above th' embracing branches meet, . 

No more the river gurgles at my feet. 

But seen deep, down the clifi*'s impending side. 

Through hanging woods, now gleams its silver tide. 

Dim is my upland path, — across the green 

Fantastic shadows fling, yet oft between 

The chequer'd glooms, the moon her chaste ray 8heds> 

Where knots of blue-bells droop their graceful heads. 

And beds of violets blooming 'mid the trees, 

Load with waste fragrance the nocturnal breeze. 

Say, why does Man, while to his opening sight 
Each shrub presents a source of chaste delight. 
And Nature bids for him her treasures flow. 
And gives to him alone his bliss to know, . * 
Why does he pant for Vice's deadly charms ? 
Why clasp the siren Pleasure to his ajvns ? 
And suck deep draughts of her voluptuous breath, 
Though fraught with ruin, infamy, and death ? 
Could he who thus to vile enjoyment clings, 
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Know what calm joy from purer sources springs ; 
Could he but feel how sweet, how free from strife^ 
The harmless pleasures of a harmless life. 
No more his soul would pant for joys impure, 
The deadly chalice would no more allure, 
But the sweet potion he was wont to sip, 
Would turn to poison on his conscious lip. 

Fair Nature ! thee, in all thy varied charms. 
Fain would I clasp forever in my arms ! 
Thine are the sweets which never, never sate, 
Thine still remain through all the storms of fate. 
Though not for me, 'twas Heaven's divine command 
To roll in acres of paternal land. 
Yet still my lot is bless'd, while I enjoy 
Thine opening beauties with a lover's eye. 

Happy is he, who, though the cup of bliss 

Has ever shunn'd him when he thought to kiss, 

Who, still in abject poverty or pain. 

Can count with pleasure what small joys remain : 

Though were his sight convey'd from zone to zoAe» 

He would not find one spot of ground his own, 

Yet, as he looks around, he cries with glee, 

These bounding prospects all were made for me : 

For me yon waving fields their burden bear, 

For me yon laborer guides the shining share. 

While happy I in idle ease recline, 

And mark the glorious visions as they shine. 

This is the charm, by sages often told. 

Converting all it touches into gold. 

Content can soothe, where'er by fortune placed, 

Can rear a garden in the desert waste. 

How lovely, from this hill's superior height. 
Spreads the wide view before my straining sight ! 
O'er many a varied mile of lengthening ground, 
E'en to the blue^ridged hill's remotest bound. 
My ken is borne k while o'er my head serene. 
The silver moon illumes the misty scene ; 
Now shining clear, now darkening in the gFade, 
In all the soft varieties of shade. 
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Behind me, lo ! the peaceful hamlet lies, 

The drowsy god has seal'd the cotter's eyes. 

No more, where late the social fagot blazed. 

The vacant peal resounds, by little raised ; 

But lock'd in silence, o'er Arion's* star 

The slumbering Night rolls on her velvet car : 

The church-bell tolls, deep-sounding down the glade, 

The solemn hour for walking spectres made ; 

The simple plough-boy, wakening with the sound. 

Listens aghast, and turns him startled round. 

Then stops his ears, and strives to close his eyes, 

Lest at the sound some g];isly ^host should rise. 

Now ceased the long, and monitory toll. 

Returning silence stagnates in the soul ; 

Save when, disturb'd by dreams, with wild affi*ight, 

The deep mouth 'd mastiff bays the troubled night : 

Or where the village ale-house crowns the vale. 

The creeking sign-post whistles to the gale. 

A little onward let me bend my way. 

Where the moss'd seat invites the traveller's stay. 

That spot, oh ! yet it is the very same ; 

That hawthorn gives it shade, and gave it name : 

There yet the primrose opes its earnest bloom» 

There yet the violet sheds its first perfume. 

And in the branch that rears above the rest 

The robin unmolested builds its nest. 

'Twas here, when Hope, presiding o'er my breast, 

In vivid colors every prospect dress'd : 

'Twas here, reclining, I indulged her dreams, 

And lost the hour in visionary schemes. 

Here, as I press once more the ancient seat, n 

Why, bland deceiver ! not renew the cheat ! 

Say, can a few short years this change achieve, 

That thy illusions can no more deceive ! 

Time's sombrous tints have every view o'ereipread. 

And thou too, gay seducer ! art thou fled ? 

Though vain thy promise, and the suit severe, 

Yet thou couldst guile Misfortune of her tear, 

And oft thy smiles across life's gloomy way, 

Could throw a gleam of transitory day. 

ir 

* The Constellation Delphinus. For authority for thif appeUatioQ, vide 0?i<iK» 
Fasti, B. xi. 113, 
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How gay, in youth, the flattering future seems ; 

How sweet is manhood in the infant's dreams ; 

The dire mistake too soon is brought to light. 

And ell is buried in redoubled night. 

Yet some can rise superior to their pain, 

And in their breasts the charmer Hope retain : 

While others, dead to feeling, can survey. 

Unmoved, their fairest prospects fade away : 

But yet a few there be, — ^too soon o'ercast ! 

Who shrink unhappy from the adverse blast, 

And woo the first bright gleam, which breaks the gloom. 

To gild the silent slumbers of^the tomb. 

So in these shades the early primrose blows. 

Too soon deceived by suns and melting snows, 

So falls untimely on the desert waste ; 

Its blossoms withejping in the northern blast. 

Now pass'd whatever the upland heights display, 

Down the steep cliff I wind mj devious way ; 

Oft rousing, as the rustling path I beat. 

The timid hare from its accustom'd seat. 

And oh ! how sweet this walk o'erhunff with wood, 

That winds the margin of the solemn flood ! 

What rural objects steal upon the sight ! 

What rising views prolong the calm delight ; 

The brooklet branctiing ffom the silver Trent, 

The whispering birch by every zephyr bent. 

The woody island, and the naked mead. 

The lowly hut half hid *in groves of reed. 

The rural wicket, and the rural stile, 

And, frequent interspersed, the woodman's pile. 

Above, below, where'er I turn my eyes, 

Rocks, waters, woods, in grand succession rise. 

High up the cliff the varied groves ascend. 

And mournful larches o'er the wave impend. 

Around, what sounds, what magic sounds arise. 

What glimmering scenes salute my ravish'd eyes : 

Soft sleep the waters on their pebbly bed. 

The woods wave gently o'er my drooping head, 

And, swelling slow, comes wafted on the wind, 

Lorn Progne's note from distant copse behind. 

Still, every rising sound of calm delight 

Stamps but the fearful sileiice of the night, 
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Save when is heard, between each dreary rest, 
Didcordmit from her solitary nest. 
The owl, daU-«creaining to the wandering moon ; 
Now ridinff, cloud-wrapp'd, near her highest noon : 
Or when the wild-duck, southing, hither rides. 
And plunges sullen in the soundmg tides. 

How oft, in this sequestered spot, when youth 

Gave to each tale the holy force of truth, 

Have I long linger'd, while the milk-maid sung 

The tragic legend, till the woodland rung ! 

That tale, so sad ! which, still to memory dear, 

From its sweet source can call the sacred tear. 

And (lulled to rest stem Reason's harsh control) 

Steal its soft magic to the passive soul. 

These hallow'd shades, — ^these trees that woo the wind, 

Recall its faintest features to my mind. 

A hundred passing years, with march sublime, 

Have swept beneath the silent wing of time. 

Since, in yon hamlet's solitary shade, 

Reclnsely dwelt the far-famed Clifton Maid, 

The beauteous Margaret ; for her each swain 

Confess'd in private his peculiar pain. 

In secret sigh'd, a victim to despair. 

Nor dared to hope to win the peerless fair. 

No more the shepherd on the blooming mead 

Attuned to gaiety his artless reed. 

No more entwined the pansied wreath, to deck 

His favorite wether's unpolluted neck. 

But listless, by yon babbling stream reclined, 

He mixed his sobbings with the passing wind, 

Bemoan'd his hapless love ; or, boldly bent, 

Far from these smiling fields, a rover went. 

O'er distant lands, in search of ease, to roam, 

A self-will'd exile firom his native home. 



; 



Tet not to all the maid express'd disdain ; 
Her Bateman loved, nor loved the youth in vain. 
Full oft, low whispering o'er these arching boughs. 
The echoing vault responded to their vows, 
As here deep hidden from the glare of day, 
Enamor'd oft, they took their secret way. 

I 
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Yon bosky dingle, still the rustic's name ; 
'Twas there the blushing maid confess'd her flame. 
Down yon green lane they oft were seen to hie, 
When evening slumber 'd on the western sky. 
That blasted yew, that mouldering walnut bare, 
Each bears mementos of the fated pair. 

One eve, when Autumn loaded every breeze 

With the fjBill'n honors of the mourning trees, 

The maiden waited at the accustom'd bower, 

And waited long beyond the appointed hour, 

Yet Bateman came not : — o'er tiie woodlagid drear, 

H6wling portentous, did the winds career ; 

And bleak and dismal on the leafless wpods. 

The fitful rains rush'd down in sudden floods ; 

The night was dark ; as, now and then, the g^e 

Paused for a moment, — Margaret listen'd, pale ; 

But through the covert to her anxious ear, 

No rustling footstep spoke her lover near. 

Strange fears now fill'd her breast, — she knew not why. 

She sigh'd, and Bateman's name was in each sigh. 

She hears a noise, — 'tis he, — ^he comes at last ; — 

Alas ! 'twas but the gale which hurried past : 

But now she hears a quickening footstep sound. 

Lightly it comes, and nearer does it bound ; 

'Tis Bateman's self, — ^he springs into her arms, 

'Tis he that clasps, and chides her vain alarms. 

' Yet why this silence ? — ^I have waited long. 

And the cold storm has yell'd the trees among. 

And now thou'rt here my fears are fled — ^yet speak, 

Why does the salt tear moisten on thy cheek ? 

Say, what is wrong ?' — Now, through a parting cloudy 

The pale moon peer'd from her tempestuous shroud, 

And Bateman's face was seen : — 'twas deadly white. 

And sorrow seem'd to sicken in his sight. 

' Oh, speak, my love !' again the maid conjured, 

' Why is thy heart in sullen wo immured ? ' 

He raised his head, and thrice essay'd to tell. 

Thrice from his lips the unfinish'd accents fell ; 

When thus at last reluctantly he broke 

His boding silence, and the maid bespoke : 

' Grieve not, my love, but ere the morn advance, 

I on these fields must cast my parting glance ; 
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For three long years, by omel fate's command, 
I go to languish in a foreign land. 
Oh, Margaret ! omens dire have met my view, 
Say, when far distant, wilt thou bear me true ? 
Should honors tempt thee, and.should riches fee, 
Wouldst thou forget thine ardent tows to me. 
And, on the silken couch of wealth reclined, 
Banish thy faithful Bateman from thy mind ? ' 

* Oh ! why,' replies the maid, ' my faith thus prove, 
Canst thou ! ah, canst thou, then suspect my love P 
Heair me, just God ! if from my traitorous heart, 
My Bateman's fond remembrance e'er shall part« 
If, when he hail again his native shore. 

He finds his Margaret true to him no more. 
May fiends of hell, and every power of dread, 
' Conjoin'd, then drag me from my perjured bed, 
And hurl me headlong down these awful steeps, 
To find deserved deam in yonder deeps ! ' * 
Thus spake the maid, and from her finger drew 
A golden ring, and broke it quick in two ; 
One half she in her lovely bosom hides, 
The other, trembling, to her love confides. 

* This bind Ihe vow,' she said, * this mystic charm. 
No future recantation can disarm, 

The right vindictive does the fates involve, 
No tears can move it, no regrets dissolve.' 

She ceased. The death-bird gave a dismal cry. 
The river moan'd, the wild gale whistled by, 
And once again the Lady of the night 
Behind a heavy cloud withdrew her light. 
Trembling she view'd these portents with dismay : 
But gently Bateman kiss'd her fears away : 
Yet still he felt conceal'd a secret smart, 
Still mdandioly bodings fill'd his heart. 

When to the distant land the youth was sped, 

A lonely life the moody maiden led. 

Still would she trace each dear, each well-known walk, 

Still by the moonlight to her love would talk, 

* Thia part of the Trent ia oommoiily called * 'JVie CHfUm Deept,' 

6 — ' 
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And fancy, as she paced among the trees, 
She heard his whispers in the dying l»reeze. 
Thus two years glided on in silent grief $ 
The third, her bosom own'd the kind relief ! 
Absence had cooled her Ictve — ^the impoverish'd flame 
Was dwindling fast, when lo ! the tempter csune ; 
He ofTer'd wealth, and all the joys of life, 
And the weak maid became another's wife ! 

Six guilty months had mark'd the false one's crime, 

When Bateman hail'd once more his native clime, 

Sure of her constancy, elate he came, 

The lovely partner of his soul to claim. 

Light was his heart, as up the well-known way 

He bent his steps — and all his thoughts were gay. 

Oh ! who can paint his affoni2dng throes, 

When on his ear the fatal news arose ! 

Chill'd with amazement, — senseless with the blow, 

He stood a marble monument of wo ; 

Till call'd to all the horrors of despair. 

He smote his brow,* and tore his horrent hair ; 

Then rush'd impetuous from the dreadful spot. 

And sought those scenes, (by memory ne'er forgot,) 

Those scenes, the witness of their growing flame, 

And now like witnesses of Margaret's shame. 

'Twas night — ^he sought the river's lonely shore, 

And traced again their former wanderings o'er. 

Now on the haxik in silent grief he stood, 

And gazed intently on the stealing flood. 

Death in his mien and madness in his eye, 

He watch'd the waters as they murmur'd by ; 

Bade the base murderess triumph o'er his grave — 

Prepared to plunge into the whelming wave. 

Yet still he stood irresolutely bent, 

Religion sternly stay'd his rash intent. 

He knelt. — Cool play'd upon his cheek the wind, 

And fann'd the fever of his maddening mind. 

The willows waved, the stream it sweetly swept, 

The paly moonbeam on its surface slept, 

And all was peace ; — ^he felt the general calm 

O'er his rack'd bosom shed a genial balm : 

When casting far behind his streaming eye, 

He saw the Grove, — ^in fancy saw her lie, 
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IBs Margaret, luU'd in Gemuun's* arms to rest, 
And all the demon rose within his breast. 
Convulsive now, he clench'd his trembling hand, 
Cast his dark eye once more upon the labd, 
Then, at one spring he spum'd the yielding bank. 
And in the calm deceitful current sank. 

Sad, on the solitude of night, the sound, 

As in the stream he plunged, was heard around : 

Then all was still — ^the wave was rough no more, 

The river swept as sweetly as before ; 

The willows waved, the moonbeams shone serene, 

And peace returning brooded o'er the scene. 

Now, see uponthe perjured fiadr one hang 

Remorse's glooms and never-ceasing pang. 

Full well she knew, repentant now too late, 

She soon must bow beneath the stroke of fate. 

But, for the babe she bore beneath her breast. 

The offended God prolong'd her life unblees'd. 

But fast the fleeting moments roU'd away. 

And near, and nearer drew the dreadful day ; 

That day, foredoomed to give her child the light, 

And hurl its mother to the shades of night. 

The hour arrived, and from the wretched wife 

The guiltless baby stru^led into life. — 

As night drew on, around her bed; a band 

Of friends and kindred kindly took their stand ; 

In holy prayer they pass'd the creeping time. 

Intent to ex^Hate her awful crime^ 

Their prayers were fruitless. — ^As the midnight came, 

A heavy sleep oppress'd e&ch weary f^me. 

In vaip they strove against the o'erwhelming load. 

Some power unseen their drowsy lids bestrode. 

They slept, till in the blushing eastern sky 

The blooming Mcnming oped her dewy eye ; 

Then wakening wide they soii^ht the ravish'd bed. 

But lo ! the hapless Margaret was fled ; 

And never more the weeping train were doom'd 

To view the false one, in the deeps intomb'd. 

•Clcniiaiii it tiM ttadltiimiiy BttM ef hv kuttail 
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The neighbouring rustics toW that in the ni^ 
They heard such screams as froze them with afliright i 
And many an infant, at its mothers breast, 
Started dismay'd, from its unthinking rest. 
And even 'now, upon the heath forlorn. 
They show the path down which the fair was borne, 
By the fell demons, to the yawning wave, 
Her own, and murder'd lover's mutual grave. 

Such is the tale, so sad, to memory dear. 
Which oft in youth has charmM my listening ear, 
The tale, which bade me find redoubled sweets 
In the dear silence of these dark retreats, 
And even now, with melancholy power. 
Adds a new pleasure to the lonely hour. 
'Mid all the charms by magic Nature given 
To this wild spot, this sublunary heaven, 
With double joy enthusiast Fancy leans 
On the .attendant legend of the scenes. 
This sheds a fairy lustre on the floods, 
And breathes a mellower gloom upon the woods ; 
This, as the distant ea ta rg c t 'swells around, 
Gives a romantic cadence to the sound ; 
This, and the deepening glen, the alley green, 
The silver g^eam, with sedgy tufts between, 
The massy rock, the wood-encompass'd leas, 
The broom-dad islands, and the nodding trees, 
The lengthening vista, and the present gloom, 
The verdant pathway breathing waste perfume ; 
These are thy charms, the joys which these impart 
ipind thee, bless'd Clifton ! close aroimd my heart. 

Dear Native Grove ! where'er my devious track. 
To thee will Memory l«ad the waiiderer back. 
Whether in Amo's polished vales I stray, 
Or where ^ Oswego's swamps ' obatract the day ; 
Or wander lone, where, wildering and wide, 
The tumbling torrent laves St. Gothard's side ; 
Or by old TegoV elassic margent muse. 
Or stand entranced with Pyrenean views; 
Still, still to thee, where'er my footsteps roam, . 
My heart shall point, aad lead the wanderer home. 
When splendor offers, and when Fame incites^ 
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I'll pauafty and think of all thy dear delights. 
Reject the booiii, and, wearied with the change, 
Renounce the wish which first induced to range ; 
Turn to these scenes, these well-known scenes once more, 
Trace once again old Trent's romantic shore, 
And, tired with worlds, and all their busy ways, 
Here waste the little remnant of my days. 
But, if the Fates should this last wish deny. 
And doom me on some foreign shore to die ; 
Oh ! should it please the world's supernal King, 
That weltering waves my funeral dirge shall sing ; 
Or that my corse should, on some desert strand, 
Lie stretch'd beneath the Simoom's blasting hand ; 
StUl, though unwept I find a stranger tomb, 
My spritcf shall wander through this favorite gloom, 
Ride on the wind that sweeps the leafless grove. 
Sigh on the wood-blast of the dark alcove, 
Si^ a lorn spectre on yon well-known grave, 
And mix its moanings with the desert wave. 



99S 



MISCELLAJTEOVS POEMS. 



60ND0LINE ; 

A BALLAD. 

The night it was still, and the moon it shone 

Serenely on the sea. 
And the waves at the foot of the rifted rock 

They murmur'd jdeasantly. 

When Gondolii^ roam'd along the shore, 

A maiden full fair to the sight ; 
Though love had made bleak the rose on her cheek, 

And tum'd it to deadly white. 
6* 
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Her thoughts they we?e drear, and the aflent tear 

It fiU'd her faint blue eye, 
As oft she heard, in Fancy's ear, 

Her Bertrand's dying fogh. 

Her B^trand was the bravest youth 

Of all our good King's men, 
And he was gone to the Holy Land 

To fight the Saraeen. 

And many a month had pass'd away, 

And many a rolling year, 
But nothing the maid from Palestiue 

Could of her lover hear. 

Full oft she vainly tried to pierce 

The Ocean's misty face ; 
Full oft she thought her lover's bark 
^ She on the wave could trace. 

And every night she placed a light 

In the high rock's l<Hiely tower. 
To guide her lover to the land, 

Should the murky tempest lower. 

But now despair had seissed her breast. 
And sunken in her eye ; 

* Oh ! tell me but if Bertrand live. 

And I in peace will die.' 

She wander'd o'er the lonely shore, 

The Curlew scream'd iribove. 
She heard the scream with a sickening heart 

Much boding of her love. ' 

Yet still isdie kept her lonely way. 
And this was all her cry, 

* Oh ! tell me but if Bertrand live. 

And I in peace shall die.' 

And now she came to a horrible rift, 
All in the rock's hard side, 
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A bleak and UoetBd oak o'epquread 
The cavern yawning wide. 



And pendent from its dismal top 
The deadly nightshade hung ; 

The hemlock and the aconite 
Across the mouth were flung. 

And all within was dark and drear, 
And all without was calm ; 

Yet Gondoline entered, her said upheld 
By some deep*working chana. 

And as she enter'd the oavecn wide> 
The moonbeam gleamed pale, 

And she saw u snake on the craggy rock, 
It clung by its slimy tail. 

Her foot it slipped, and she stood aghast^ 
She trod on a bloated toad ; 

Yet, still upheld by the eeotet charm, 
She kept upon her road. 

And now upon her frossen ear 

Mysterious sounds arose ; 
So, on the mountain's piny top, 

The blustering north wind blows. 

Then furious peals of laughter loud 

Were heard with thundering sound, 

Till they died away in soft decay, 
Low whispering o'er the ground. 

Yet stiU the maiden onward went) 
The charm yet onward led, 

Though each big glaring ball of Sight 
Seem'd bursting from her head. 

But now a pale blue light she saw, 

It from a distance came. 
She followed, till upon her sight, 

Burst full a flood of flame. 
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She stood appalPd ; yet still the charm 

Upheld her sinkuig soul ; 
Yet each bent knee the other smote, 

And each wild eye did roll. 

And sudi a sight as she saw there, 

No mortal saw before, 
And such a sight as she saw there,^ 

No mortal shall see more. 

A burning caldron i|tood in the midst. 
The flame was fierce and high, 

And all the cave so wide and long. 
Was plainly seen thereby. 

And round about the caldron stout 
Twelve withered witches stood : 

Their waists were bound with living snakes, 
And their hair was stiff with blood. 

Their hands were gory too ; and red 
And fiercely flamed their eyes : 

And they were muttering indistinct 
Their heltish mysteries. 

And suddenly they join'd their hands. 
And uttered a joyous cry, 
' And round about the caldron stout 
They daneed right memly. 

And ribw they stopp'd ; and each prepared 

To tell what she had done, 
Since last the Lady of the night 

Her waning course had run. 

Behind a rock stood Gondoline, 
Thick weeds her face did veil, 

And she lean'd fearful forwarder. 
To hear the dreadful tale. 

4 

The first arose : She said she'd seen 

Rare sport since the Ulnd cat mew'd, 
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She'd been to sea in a leaky sieve, 
And a jovial storm had brew'd. 

She call'd around the winged winds, 

And rais'd a devilish rout ; 
And she laugh'd so loud, the peals were heaid 

Full fifteen leagues about. 

She said there was a little bark 

Upon the roaring wave, 
And there was a woman there who'd heen 

To see her husband's grave. 

And she had got a child in her arms, 

It was her only child, 
And oft its little infant pranks 

Her heavy heart beguil'd. 

And there was too in that same bark, 

A father and his son ; 
The lad was sickly, and the sire 

Was old and wo-begone. 

And when the tempest waxed strong. 
And the bark could no more it 'bide,' 

She said it was jovial fun to hear 
How the poor devils cried. 

The mother clasp'd her orphan child 

Unto her breast, and wept ; 
And sweetly folded in her arms 

The careless baby slept. 

And she told how, in the shape o' the wind, 

As manfully it roar'd, 
She twisted her hand in the infant's hair 

And threw it overboard. 

And to have seen the mother's pangs, 

'Twas a glorious sight to see ; 
The crew could scarcely hold her down 

From jumping in the sea. 
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The hag held a lock of the hair in her hand, 

And it was soft and fair : 
• It must have been a lovely child, 
To have had such lovely hair. 

And she said, the father in his arms 

He" held his sickly son, 
And his dying throes they fast arose, 

His pains were nearly done. 

And she throttled the youth with her sinewy hamb. 

And his face grew deadly blue ; 
And his father he tore his thin gray hair, 

And Mss'd the livid hue. 

And then, she told, how she bored a hole j 

In the bark, and it fiU'd away : . i 

And 'twas rare to hear, how some did swear. 
And some did vow and pray. 

The man and woman they soon were dead, 

The sailors their strength did Urge ; 
But the billpws that beat were their windingsheet. 

And the winds sung their funeral dirge. 

She threw the infant's hair in the fire, 

The red flame flamed high, 
And round about the caldron stout 

They danced right merrily. 

The second begun : She said she had done 

The task that Queen Hecat' had set her, 
And that the devil, the father of evil, I 

Had never accomplished a better. 1 

She said, there was an i^ed woman, 

And she had a daughter fair. 
Whose evil habits fiU'd her heart 

With misery and care. 

■ 

The daughter had a paramour, \ 

A wicked man wm he^ 



And oft the woman him against 
Did murmur grievously. 

And the hag had work'd the daughter up 

To murder her old mother, 
That then she might seiae on all her goods, « 

And wanton with her lover. 

> 

And one night as the old woman 

Was sick and ill in bed, 
And pondering solely on the life 

Her wicked daughter led, 

She heard her footstep on the floor, 

And she raised her pallid head, 
And she saw her daughter, with a knife. 

Approaching to her bed. 

And said. My child, Pm very ill 

I have not long to live, 
Now kiss my cheek, that ere I die 

Thy sins I may forgive. 

And the murderess bent to kiss her cheek. 
And she lifted the sharp bright knife, 

And the mother saw her fell intent, 
And hard she begg'd for life. 

But prayers would nothing her avail. 
And she scream 'd aloud with fear ; 

But the house was lone, and the piercing screams 
Could reach no human ear. 

And though that she was sick, and old, 

She struggled hard, and fought ; 
The murderess cut three fingers through 

Ere she could reach her throat. 

And the hag she held the fingers up, 

The skin was mangled sore ; 
And they all agreed a nobler deed 

Was never done before. 
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And Bhe threw the fingers in the fire, 
The red flame flamed high, 

And round about the caldron stout 
They danced right merrily. 

The third arose : She said she'd been 

To Holy Palestine ; 
And seen more blood in one short day, 

Than they had all seen in nine. 

Now Gondoline, with fearful steps. 
Drew nearer to the flame, 

For much she dreaded now to hear 
Her hapless lover^s name* 

The hag related then the sports 

Of that eventful day, 
When on the well-contested field 

Full fifteen thousand lay. 

She said, that she in human gore 
Above the knees did wade, 

And that no tongue could truly tell 
The tricfas she there had play'4- 

There was a gallant-featured youth. 

Who like a hero fought ; 
He kiss'd a bracelet on his wrist, 

And every danger sought. 

And in a vassal's garb disguised 
Unto the knight she sues, 

And tells him she from Britain comes. 
And brings unwelcome news. 

That three days ere she had embark'd, 

His love had given her hand 
Unto a wealthy Thane : — ^and thought 
> Him dead in holy land. 

And to have seen how he did writhe 
When this her tale she told/ 



OF H. K. WHITE. 73 

It would hare made a wizard's blood 
Within his heart run cold. 

Then fierce he spurr'd his warrior steed, 

And sought the battle's bed ; 
And soon all mangled o'er with wounds, 

He on the cold turf bled. 

« 

And from his smoking corse she tore 

His head, half clove in two : 
She ceased, and from beneath her garb 

The bloody trophy drew. 

The eyes were starting from their sck^ks, 

The mouth it ghastly grinn'd, 
And there was a gash across the brow, 

The scalp was nearly skinn'd. 

'Twas Bertrand's Head ! ! With a terrible scream, 

* The maiden gave a spring. 
And from her fearful hiding place 
She fell into the ring. 

The lights they fled — ^the caldron sunk, 

Deep thunders shook the dome. 
And hollow peals of laughter came 

Resounding through the gloom. 

Insensible the maiden lay 

Upon the hellish ground, 
And still mysterious sounds were heard 

At intervals around. 

She woke — she half arose, — and wild, 

She cast a horrid glare. 
The sounds had ceased, the lights had fled, 

And all was stillness there. 

And through an awning in the rock, 

The moon it sweetly shone, 
And show'd a river in the cave 

Which dismally did moan. 
7 
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The stream was black, it sounded deep 
As it rush'd the rocks between, 

It offer'd well, for madness fired 
The breast of Gondoline. 

She plunged in, the torrent moan'd 
With its accustom 'd sound, 

And hollow peals of laughter loud 
Again rebellow'd round. 

The maid was seen no more. — ^But oft 
Her ghost is known to glide, 

At midnight's silent, solemn hour, 
Along the ocean's side. 



LINES 

WRIFTEN ON A SURVEY OF THE HEAVENS, 

In the Morniug before Daybreak. 

Ye many twinkling stars, who yet do hold 

Your brilliant places in the sable vault 

Of night's dominions ! — Planets, and central orbs 

Of other systems : — ^g as the burning sun 

Which lights this nether globe, — ^yet to our eye 

Small as the glow-worm's lamp ! — To you I raise 

My lowly orisons, while, all bewilder'd, 

My vision strays o'er your ethereal hosts ; 

Too vast, too boundless for our* narrow mind, 

Warp'd with low prejudices, to unfold, 

And sagely comprehend. Thence higher soaring, 

Through ye, I raise my solemn thoughts to Him, 

The mighty Pounder of this wondrous maze, 

The great Creator ! Him ! who now sublime. 

Wrapt in the solitary amplitude 

Of boundless space, above the rolling spheres 

Sits on his silent throne, and meditates. 

The angelic hosts,' in their inferioi heaven, 
Hymn to the golden harps his praise sublime, 
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Repeating loud, *The Lord our God ia great,' 
In varied harmonies. — The glorious sounds 
Roll o'er the air serene — The ^olian fipheres. 
Harping along their viewless boundaries, 
Catch the full note, and cry, * The Lord is great,* 
Responding to the Seraphim. — O'er all. 
From orb to orb, to the remotest verge 
Of the created world, the sound is borne, 
Till the whole universe is full of Him. 

Oh ! His this heavenly harmony which now 
In fancy strikes upon my listening ear. 
And thrills my inmost soul. It bids me smile 
On the vain world, and all its bustling cares, 
And gives a shadowy glimpse of future bliss. 
Oh ! what is man, when at ambition's height. 
What even are kings, when balanced in the scale 
Of these stupendous worlds ! Almighty God ! 
Thou, the dread author of these wondrous, works ! 
Say, canst thou cast on me, poor passing worm. 
One look of kind benevolence ? — Thou canst ; 
For Thou art full of universal love, 
And in thy boundless goodness wilt impart \ 
Thy beams as well to me as to the proud, 
The pageant insects of a glittering hour. 

Oh ! when reflecting on these truths sublime. 

How insignificant do all the joys. 

The gauds, and honors of the world appear ! 

How vain ambition ! Why has my wakeful lamp 

Outwatch'd the slow-paced night ? — Why on ftie page. 

The schoolman's labor'd page, have I employ'd 

The hours devoted by the world to rest. 

And needful to recruit exhausted nature ? 

Say, can the voice of narrow Fame repay 

The loss of health ? or can the hope of glory 

Lend a new throb unto my languid heart. 

Cool, even now, my feverish aching brow, 

Relume the fires of this deep-sunkeii eye, 

Or paint new colors on this pallid cheek ? 

Say, foolish one — can that unbodied fame, 
For which thou barterest health and happiness, 
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Say, can it soothe the slumbera of the grave ? 
Give a new zest to bliss, or chase the pangs 
Of everlasting punishment condign ? 
Alas ! how vsdn are mortal man's desires ! 
How fruitless his pursuits ! Eternal God ! 
Guide Thou my footsteps in the way , of truth, 
And oh ! assist me so to live on earth, 
That I may die iii peace, and clfiim a plaoe 
In thy Jiigh dwelling. — All but this is folly. 
The vain illusions of deceitful life. 



LINES 

SUPPOSED TO BE SPOKEN BY A LOVER AT THE GRAVE 

OF HIS MISTRESS. 

Occasioned by a SitiMtion in a KcMmaace. 

Mary, the moon is sleeping on thy grave, 

And on the turf thy lover sad is kneeling, 

The big tear in his eye. — Mary, awake, 

From thy dark house arise, and bless his sight 

On the pale moonbeam gliding. Soft, and Tow, 

Pour on the silver ear oi night thy tale. 

Thy whisper'd tale of comfort and of love. 

To soothe thy Edward's lorn, distracted soul. 

And cheer his breaking heart. — Come, as thou didst. 

When o'er the barren moors the night wind howl'd, 

And the deep thunders shook the ebon throne 

Of the startled night. — ! then, as lone reclining, 

I liate^'d sadly to the dismal storm, 

Thou on the lambent lightnings wild careering 

Didst strike my moody eye ;T-Hdead pale thou wert. 

Yet passing lovely. — ^Thou didst smile upon me, 

And oh ! thy voice it rose so musical. 

Between the hollow pauses of the storm. 

That at the sound the winds forgot to rave. 

And the stern demon of the tempest, charm 'd. 

Sunk on his rocking throne to still repose, 

Lock'd in the arms of silence. 

Spirit of her ! 
My only love I — ^O ! now again arise, 
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And let once more thine aery accents fall 

Soft on my listening ear. The night is calm, 

The gloomy willows wave in sinking cadence 

With the stream that sweeps below. Divinely swelling 

On the still air, the distant waterfall 

Mingles its melody ; — ^and, high above, 

The pensive empress of the solemn night, 

Fitful, emerging from the rapid clouds. 

Shows her chaste face in the meridian sky. 

No wicked elves upon the Warlock-knoll 

Dare now assemble at their mystic revels ; 

It is a night, when from their primrose beds, 

The gentle ghosts of injured innocents 

Are taiown to rise, and wander on the breeze, 

Or take their stand by the oppressor's couch, 

And strike grim terror to his guilty soul. 

The spirit of my love might now awake. 

And hold its custom'd converse. 

Mary, lo ! 
Thy Edward kneels upon thy verdant grave, 
And calls upon thy name. — The breeze that blows 
On his wan cheek will soon sweep over him 
In solemn music, a funeral dirge. 
Wild and most sorrowful. — His cheek is pale, 
The worm that play'd upon thy youthful bloom. 
It canker'd green on his. — ^Now lost he stands. 
The ghost of what he was, and the cold dew 
Which bathes his aching temples gives sure omen 
Of speedy dissolution. — Mary, soon 
Thy lov'd will lay his pallid cheek to thine, 
And sweetly will he sleep with thee in death. 



MY STUDY. 

A LETTER IN HODIBBASTIC VEBSB. 



You bid me, Ned, describe the place 
Where I, one of the rhyming race, 
Pursue my studies con amorcy 
And wanton with the muse in glory. 

7* 
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Well, figure to your sendee straight, 
Upon i\\e house's topmost height, 
A closet, just six feet by four, 
With white-wash'd walls and plaster floor. 
So noble large, 'tis scarcely able 
To admit a single chair and table : 
And (lest the muse should die with cold) 
A smoky grate my fire to hold : 
So wondrous small, 'twould much it pos^ 
To melt the ice-drop on one's nose ; 
» And yet so big, it covers o'er 
Full half the spacious room and moce* 

A window vainly stuflPd about. 
To keep November's breezes out, 
So crazy, that the panes proclaim. 
That soon they mean to leave the firame. 

My furniture I sure may crack — 

A broken chair without a back ; 

A table wanting just two legs, 

One end.svwtain'd by wooden pegs ; 

A desk — of that I am not fervent. 

The work of, sir, your humble servant , 

(Who, though i say't, am no such fumbler ;) 

A glass decanter and a tumbler. 

From which, my night-parch'd throat I lave, 

Lu;2curiou8, with the limpid wave. 

A chest of drawers, in antique sections, 

And saw'd by me in all directions ; 

So small, sir, that whoever views 'em 

Swears nothing but a doll could use 'em. 

To these, if you will add a store 

Of oddities upon the floor, 

A pair of globes, electric balls. 

Scales, quadrants, prisms, and cobbler's awls, 

And crowds of books, on rotten shelves. 

Octavos, folios, quartos, twelves : 

I think, dear Ned, you curious dog, 

You'll have n^y earthly catalogue. 

But stay, — I nearly had left out 

My bellows destitute of snout ; 

And on the walls, — Good Heavens ! why there 
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I've such a load of preciouB ware. 

Of heads, and coins, and silver medals, 

And organ works, and broken pedals ; 

(For I was once a-building musie. 

Though soon of that employ I grew sic^ ;) 

And skeletons of laws which shoot 

AH out of one primordial root ; 

That you, at such a sight, would swear 

Confusion's self had settled there.^ 

There stands, just by a broken spiiere, 

A Cicero without an ear, 

A neck, on which, by logic good, 

I know for sure a head once stood ; 

But who it was the able master 

Had moulded in the mimic plaster. 

Whether 'twas Pope, or Coke, or Burn, 

I never yet could justly learn : 

But knowing well, that any head 

Is made to answer for the dead, 

(And sculptors first their faces frame. 

And after pitch upon a name. 

Nor think it aught of a misnomer 

To christen Chaucer's busto Homer, 

Because they both have beards, which, you know, 

Will mark them well from Joan, and Juno,) 

For some great man, I could not tell 

But Nb€k might answer just as well. 

So perch'd it up, all in a row 

With Chatham and with Cicero. 

Then all around in just degree, 
A range of portraits you may see, 
Of mighty men, and eke of women 
Who are no whdt inferior to men. 

With these fair dames, and heroes round, 

1 call my garret classic ground. 

For though confined, 'twiU well contain 

The ideal J9ights of Madam Brain. 

No dungeon's walls, no cell confined, 

Can cramp the energies of mind ! 

Thus, though my heart may seem so small, 
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I've friends, and 'twill contain them all ; 
And should it e'er become so cold 
That these it will no longer hold, 
No more may Heaven her blessings give, 
I shall not then be fit to live. 



TO AN EARLY PRIMROSE. 

Mild offspring of a dark and sullen sire ! 
Whose modest form, so delicately fine, 

Was nursed in whirling storms, 

And cradled in the winds. 

Thee, when young Spring first question'd Winter's sway^ 
And dared the sturdy blusterer to the fight, 

Thee on this bank he threw 

To mark his victory. 

In this low vale, the promise of the year, 
Serene, thou openest to the nipping gale, 

Unnoticed and alone, ^ 

Thy tender elegance 

So virtue blooms, brought forth amid the storms 
Of chill adversity, in some lone walk 

Of life she rears her head, 

Obscure and unobserved ; 

Whilg every bleaching breeze that on her blows 
Chastens her spotless purity of breast. 

And hardens her to bear 

Serene the ills of life. 
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SONNETS. 



SONNET 1. 

To the River Trent. Written on Recovery fWun SiekneM. 

f 

Once more, Trent ! along thy pebbly marge 

A pensive invalid, reduced and pale, 
From the close sick-room newly let at large, 
Woos to his wan-worn cheek the pleasant gale. 
1 to his ear how musical the tale 

Which fills with joy the throstle's little throat ! 
And all the sounds which on the fresh breeze sail, 

flow wildly novel on his senses float ! 
It was on this that many a sleepless night. 

As, lone, he watch'd the taper's sickly gleam, 
And at his casement heard, with wild afii^ht^ 
The owl's dull wing and melancholy scream, 
On this he thought, this, this his sole desire. 
Thus once again to hear the warbling woodland choir. 



SONNET II. 

Give me a cottage on some Cambrian wild, % 

Where, far from cities, I may spend my days, 
And, by the beauties of the scene beguiled. 

May pity man's pursuits, and shun his ways. 
While on the rock I mark the browsing goat. 

List to the mountain-torrent's distant noise, 
Or the hoarse bittern's solitary note, 

I shall not want the world's delusive joys ; 
But with my little scrip, my book, my lyre. 

Shall think my lot complete, nor covet more ; 
And when, with time, shall wane the vital fire, 
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I'll raise my pillow on the desert shore, 
And lay me down to rest where the wild wave 
Shall make sweet music o'er my lonely grave. 



SONNET III » 

Sappoted to have been addxesBed by a Female Lunatic to a Lady. 

Lady, thou weepest for the Maniac's wo, 

And thou art fair, and thou, like me, art young ; 
Oh ! may thy bosom never, n^ver know 

The pangs with which my wretched heart is wrung. 
I had a mother once — a brother too — 

(Beneath yon yew my father rests his head :) 
I had a lover once, — and kind, and true. 

But mother, brother, lover, all are fled ! 
Yet, whence the tear which dims thy lovely eye ? 

! gentle lady — not for me thus weep, 
The green sod soon upon my breast will lie, 

And soft and sound will be my peaceful sleep, 
Go thou and pluck the roses while they bloom — 

My hopes lie buried in the silent tomb. 



SONNET IV. 

Buppoeed to be written by the nnhappy Poet Dermody, In a Storm, while on board 

a Ship in his Mi^eety's Service. 

Lo ! o'er the welkin the tempestuous clouds 
♦ Successive fly, and the loud-piping wind 
Rocks the poor sea-boy on the dripping shrouds, 

While the pale pilot, o'er the helm reclined 
Lists to the changeful storm : and as he plies ^ 

His wakeful task, he oft bethinks him sad, 

Of wife and little home, and chubby lad. 
And the half-strangled tear bedews his eyes ; 
I, on the deck, musing on themes forlorn. 

View tiie dI^ear tempest, and the yawning deep, 

* Thia Quatorzain had its rise from an elegant Sonnet, * occasioned by seeing a ^ 

young Female Lunatic/ written by Mrs. Lofit, and published in the Hontmy Mirror. ^ 
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Nought dreading in the green sea's caves to sleep, 
For not for me shall wife or children mourn, 
And the wild winds will ring my funeral knell 
Sweetly, as solemii peal of pious passing-bell; 



SONNET V. 

THE WINTER TRAVELLER. 

God help thee. Traveller, on thy journey far ; 
The wind is bitter keen, — the snow o'rlays 
The hidden pits, and dangerous hollow ways, 
And darkness will involve thee. — No kind star 
To-night will guide thee, Traveller, — and the war 
Of winds and elements on thy head will break, 
And in thy £^onizing ear the shriek 
Of spirits howling on their stormy car, 
Will often ring appalling — I portend 
A dismal night — and on my wakeful bed 
Thoughts, Traveller, of thee will fill my head. 
And him who rides where winds and waves contend, 
And strives, rude cradled on the seas, to guide 
His lonely bark through the tempestuous tide. * 



SONNET VL 

BY CAPEL LOPFT, ESQ. 

Tbif Soanet was addreaaed to the Author of thte Volaiiie, and wafoceasioiied by sevenU 
little Claatorzains, misnomered Sonnets, which he pablished in the Monthly Mirror. 
He begs leave to return his thanks to the much respected writer, for the permission so 
politely granted to insert it here, and for the good opinion he has been pleased to ex- 
press of his productions. 

Ye, whose aspirings court the muse of lays, 
* Severest of those orders which belong, , 
Distinct and separate, to Delphic song, ' 

Why shun the Sonnet's undulating maze ? 

And why its name, boast of Petrarchian days. 
Assume, its rules disown 'd.^ whom from the throng 

The muse selects, their ear the charm obeys 
Of its full harmony : — ^they fear to wrong 
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The /SotMiel, by adorning with a name 

Of that distinguish'd import, lays, though Bweet, 
Yet not in magic texture taught to meet 
Of that so varied and peculiar frame.' 
think ! to vindicate its genuine praise 

Those it beseems, whose Lyre a favoring impulse swayb 



SONNET VII. 

Recantatory, in reply to the foregoing elegant Admonition. 

Let the sublimer muse, who, wrapt in night, 
Bides on the raven pennons of the storm. 
Or o'er the field, with purple havoc warm, 
Lashes her steeds, and sings along the fight, 
Let her, whom more ferocious strains delight. 
Disdain the plaintive Sonnet's little form, 
And scorn to its wild cadence to conform 
The impetuous tenor of her hardy flight. 
But me, far lowest of the sylvan train. 
Who wake the wood-nymphs from the forest shade 
With wildest song ; — Me, much behooves thy aid 
Of mingled melody, to grace my strain. 
And give it power to please, as soft it flows 
Through the smooth murmurs of thy frequent close. 



SONNET VHL 

On bearing tbe Bonndi of an JEolian Haip. 

So ravishingly soft upon the tide 
Of the infuriate gust, it did career, 
It might have sooth 'd its rugged charioteer, 

And sunk him to a zephyr ; — ^then it died, 

Melting in melody ; — ^and I descried. 
Borne to some wizard stream, the form appear 
Of druid s^ige, who on the far-ofi* ear 

Pour'd his lone song, to which the surge replied : 

Or thought I heard the hapless pilgrim's knell, 
Lost in some wild enchanted forest's bounds, 
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By unseen beings sung ; or are these sounds 
Such, as 'tis said, at night are known to swell 
By startled shepherd on the lonely heath, 
Keeping his night-watch sad, portending death ? 



SONNET IX. 

What art thdu, Mighty One ! and where thy seat ? 

Thou broodest on the calm that cheers the lands. 

And thou dost bear within thine awful hands 
The rolling thunders and the lightnings fleet. 
Stern on thy dark-wrought car of cloud and wind, 
• Thou guid'st the northern storm at night's dead noon. 

Or on the red wing of the fierce Monsoon, 
Disturb'st 1;he sleeping giant of the Ind. ■ 
In the drear silence of the polar span 

Dost thou repose ? or in the solitude 
Of sultry tracts, where the lone caravan 

Hears nightly howl the tiger's. hungry brood ? 
Vain thought ! the confines of his throne to trace, 
Who glows through all the fields of boundless space. 



A BALLAD. 

Be hush'd, be hush'd, ye bitter winds, 

Xe pelting rains a little rest : 
Lie still, lie still, ye busy thoughts. 

That wring with grief my aching breast. 

Oh f cruel was my faithless love. 

To triumph o'er an artless maid ; 
Oh ! cruel was nty faithless love, 
^ To leave the breast by him betray'd. 

When exiled from my native home. 
He should hav^ wiped the bitter tear ; 

Nor left me faint and lone to roam, 
A heart-sick weary wanderer here. 
8 
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My child moans sadly in my arms, 
The winds they will not let it sleep : 

Ah, little knows the hapless babe 
What makes its wretched mother weep ! 



f 



Now lie thee still, my infant dear, 
I cannot bear thy sobs to see, ' 

Harsh is thy father, little one, 
And never will he shelter thee. 

Oh, that I were but in my grave. 
And winds were piping o'er me loud, 

And thou, my poor, my orphan babe, 
Were nestling in thy mother's shroud ! 



THE LULLAftY 

OP A FEMALE CONVICT TO HER CHILD, THE NIGHT PREVIOUS TO 

EXBCtrriON 

Sleep, baby mine,* enkerchieft on my bosom, 
Thy cries they pierce again my bleeding breast ; 

Sleep, baby mine, not long thou'lt have a mother 
To lull thee fondly in her arms to rest. 

Baby, why dost thou keep this sad complaining. 
Long from mine eyes have kindly slumbers led ; 

Hush, hush, my babe, the night is quickly waning. 
And I would fain compose my aching head. . 

Poor way warrf wretch ! and who will heed thy weeping. 
When soon an outcast on the world thou'lt be : 

Who then will soothe thee, when thy mother's sleeping 
In her low grave of shame and infamy ! 

Sleep, baby mine — To-morrow I must leave the6, ^ 

And I would snatch an interval of rest : 
Sleep these last moments, ere the laws bereave thee,. 

For never more thou'lt press a mother's breast. 

•Sir Phmp Sidney bM a Poenbeguming^ < Sleep, Baliy mine.' 



POEMS^y 

WUTTBN DUUNG, OK SHORTLY AFTER, THE PUBLICATION OF 

CLIFTON GROVE, 



ODE, 

ADDRESSED TO H. FUSELI, ESQ. R. A. 

On seeing EngniTings fiom lus Designs. 

MioHTT magiciaii ! who on Torneo's brow. 
When sullen tempests wrap the throne of night, 
Art wont to sit and catch the gleam of light, 

That shoots athwart the gloom opaque below ; 

And listen to the distant death-shriek long 
From lonely mariner foundering in the deep. 
Which rises slowly up the rocky steep, 

While the weird sisters weave the horrid song : 
Or when along the liquid sky 
Serenely chant the orbs on high, 
Dost love to sit in musing trance. 
And mark the northern meteor's dance, 

KHiile far below the fitful oar 
ings its faint pauses on the steepy shore,) 
And lidt the music of the breeze, 
That sweeps by fits the bending seas ; 
And often bears with sudden swell 
The shipwreck'd sailor's funeral knell, 
By' the spirits sung, who keep 
. Their night-watch on the treacherous deep, 
And guide the wakeful helms-man's eye 
To Helic6 in northern sky : 
And there upon the rock inclined 
With mighty visions fiU'st the mind. 
Such as bound in magic spell 
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Him* who grasp'd the gates of Hell, 
And bursting Pluto's dark domain, 
Held to the day the terrors of his reign. 

■ 

Genius of Horror and romantic awe. 
Whose eye explores the secrets of the deep, 
Whose power can bid the rebel fluids creep, 

Can force the inmost soul to own its law ; 
Who shall now, sublimest spirit. 
Who shall now thy wand inherit, 
From him f thy darling child who best 
Thy shuddering images express'd ? 
Sullen of soul, and stern and proud, 
His gloomy spirit spurn'd the crowd, 
And now he lays his aching head 

In the dark mansion of the silent deada 

Mighty magician ! long thy wand has lain 

Buried beneath the unfathomable deep ; 

And oh ! forever must its efforts sleep. 
May none the mystic sceptre e'er regain ? 

Oh yes, 'tis his ! — Thy other son ; 

He throws thy dark-wrought tunic on, 

Fuesslin waves thy wand, — again they rise, 

Again thy wildering forms salute our ravish'd eyes. 
Him didst thou cradle on the dizzy steep 

Where round his head the volley'd lightnings flung, 

And the loud winds that round his pillow rung. 
Wooed the stern infant to the arms of sleep. 

Or on the highest top of Teneriffe 
Seated the fearless boy, and bade him look 

Where far b^low the weather-beaten skiff 
On the gulf bottom of the ocean strook. 
Thou mark'dst him drink with ruthless ear 

The death-sob, and, disdaining rest, 
Thou saw'st how danger fired his breast. 
And in his young hand couch 'd the visionary spear. 

Then, Superstition, at thy call. 

She bore the boy to Odin's Hall, 

And set before his awe-struck sight 

The savage feast anji spectred fight ; 
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And summoned fpom his mountain tomb 

The ghastly warrior son of gloom, ^ 

His fabled Runic rhymes to sing, 

White &exce Hresvelger flapped his wing ; 

Thou show'dst the trains the shepherd sees, 

liaid on the stormy Hebrides, 

Which on the miats of evening gleam, 

Or crowd the foaming desert stream ; 

Lastly her storied hand she wates, 

Aid lays him in Florentian caves ; 

There milder fables, lovelier themes. 

Enwrap his 6(ml in heavenly dreams, 

There Pity's lute arrests his ear, 

And draws the half^reluctant tear ; 

And now at noon of uight he roves 

Along the embowering moonlight groves. 

And as from many a cavern'd dell 

The hollow wind is heard»to swell. 

He thinks some troubled spirit sighs ; 

And as upon the turf he lies. 

Where sleeps the silent beam of night, 

He sees below the gliding sprite, 

And hears in Fancy's organs sound 

Aerial music warbling round. 

Taste lastly comes and smooths the whole, . 
And breathes her polish o'er his soul; 
Glowing with wild, yet chasten'd heat, 
The wonderous work is now complete. 

The Poet dreams : — The shadow flies, 

And fainting fast its image dies. 

But lo ! the Painter's magic force 

Arrests the phantom's fleeting course ; 

It lives — ^it lives — the canvass glows. 

And tenfold vigor o'er it flows. 
The Bard beholds the work achieved, 

And as he sees the shadow rise. 

Sublime before his wondering eyes, 
Starts at the image his own mind conceived. 

8* 
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ODE, 

ADDRESSED TO THE, EARL OF CARLISLE^ K. O. 

Retired, remote from human noise, 

A humble Poet dwelt serene ; 
His lot was lowly, yet his joys 

Were manifold, I ween. 
He laid him by the brawling brook ' ^ 

At eventide to ruminate, 
He watch 'd the swallow skimming round, 
And mused, in reverie profound, 
On wayward man's unhappy state. 
And ponder'd much, and paused ^n deeds of ancient date. 

II. 1. 

' Oh, 'twas not always thuB>' he cried, 
' There was a time, when Genius claimed 

Respect from even towering Pride, 
Nor hung her head ashamed : 

But now to Wealth alone we bow, 
The titled and the rich alone 

Are honor'd, while meek Merit pines. 

On Penury's wretched couch reclines, 
Unheeded in his dying moan. 
As overwhelm'd with want and wo, he sinks unknown. 

III. 1. 

' Yet was the muse not always seen 
In Poverty's dejected mien, 
Not always did repining rue. 
And misery her steps pursue. 
Time was, when nobles thought their titles graced, 
By the sweet honors of poetic bays. 
When Sidney sung his melting song. 
When Sheffield joined the harmonious throng. 
And Lyttleton attuned to love his lays. 
Those days are gone — alas, forever gone ! 

No more our nobles love to grace 
Their brows with anademes, by genius won. 
But arrogantly deem the muse as base ; 
How different thought the sires of this degenerate race ! ' 



1 



•^ 



OF H. K. WHITE. 91 

I. 2. 

Thus sang the minstrel : — still at eve 

The u^pland's woody, shades among 
In broken measures did he grieve. 

With solitary song. 
And still his shame was aye the same, 

Neglect had stung him tothe core ; 
And he with pensive joy did love 
To seek the still congenial grove, • 

And muse on all his sorrows o'er. 
And vow that he would join the abjured world no more. 

II. 2. 

But human vows, how frail they be ! 

Fame brought Carlisle unto his view, 
And all amazed, he thought to see ^ 
The Augustan age anew. 
Fill'd with wild rapture, up he rose. 
No more he ponders on the woes, 
Which erst he felt that forward goes. 
Regrets he'd sunk in impotence, 
And hails the ideal day of virtuous eminence. 

III. 2. 

Ah ! silly man, yet smarting.sore. 
With ills which in the world he bore. 
Again on futile hope to rest, 
An unsubstantial prop at best. 
And not to know one swallow makes no summer ! 

Ah ! soon he'll find the brilliant gleam. 
Which flashed across the hemisphere, 
nUimining the darkness there. 

Was but a single solitary beam, 
While all around remained in customed night. 

Still leaden Ignorance reigns serene, 
In the false court's delusive height. 

And only one Carlisle is seen. 
To illume the heavy'gloom with pure and steady light. 



92 COMPLETE WORKS 



DESCRIPTION OF A SUMMER'S EVE. 

Down the sultry arc of day 

The hurning wheels have urged their way. 

And eve along the western skies 

Spreads her intermingling dyes. 

Down the deep, the miry lane, 

CreeMng comes the empty wain, 

And driver on the shafl-horse sits, 

Whistling now and then by fits ; 

And oft with his accustom'd call, 

Urging on the sluggish Ball. 

The barn is still, the master's gone, 

And thresher puts his jacket on, 

While Dick, upon the ladder tall, 

Nails the dead kite to the wall. 

Here comes shepherd Jack at last. 

He has penn'd the sheep-cote fast, 

•For 'twas but two nights before, 

A lamb was eaten on the moor : 

His empty wallet Rover carries, 

Now for Jack, when near home, tarries. 

With lolling tongue he runs to try. 

If the horse-trough be not dry. 

The milk is settled in the pans, 

And supper messes in the cans ; 

In the hovel carts are wheePd, 

And both the colts are drove a-field ; 

The horses are all bedded up. 

And the ewe is with the tup. 

The snare for Mister Fox is sejt, 

The leaven laid, the thatching wet, 

And Bess has slink'd away to talk 

With Roger in the holly-walk. 

Now, on the settle all, but Bess, 
Are set to eat their supper mess ; 
And little Tom and roguish Kate, 
Are swinging on the meadow gate. 
Now they chat of various things, 
Of taxes, ministers, and kings. 
Or else tell all the village news, 
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How madam did the squire refuse ; 
How parson on his tithes was bent, 
And landlord oft distrained for rent. 
Thus do they talk, till in the sky 
The pale-eyed moon is mounted high, 
And from the alehouse drunken Ned 
Had reePd — then hasten all to bed. 
The mistress sees that lazy Kate 
The happing coal on kitchen grate 
Has laid — while master goes throughout, 
Sees shutters fast, the mastiff out, 
The candles safe, the hearths all clear, 
And nought from thieves or fire to fear ; 
Then both to bed together creep, 
And join the general troop of sleep. 



TO CONTEMPLATION. 

Come, pensive sage, who lov'st to dwell 
In some retu-ed Lapponian cell, 
Where, far^from noise and Hot rude, 
Resides sequester'd Solitude. • 
Come, and o'er my longing soul 
Throw thy dark and russet stole. 
And open to my duteous eyes. 
The volume of thy mysteries. 

I will meet thee on the hill. 
Where, with printless footsteps still 
The morning in her buskin gray. 
Springs upon her eastern way ; 
While the frolic zephyrs stir, 
Playing with the gossamer. 
And, on ruder pinions borne, 
Shake the dew-drops from the thom. 
There, as o'er the fields we pass. 
Brushing with hasty feet the grass. 
We will startle from her nest 
The lively lark with speckled b;'east, 
And hear the floating clouds among 
Her gale-transported matin song, 
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Or on the upland stile embowered, 

With fragrant hawthorn snowy flower'd, 

Will sauntering sit, and listen still 

To the herdsman's oaten quill, 

Wafted from the plain below ; 

Or the heifer's frequent low ; 

Or the milkmaid in the grove, 

Singing of one that died for love. 

Or when the noontide heats oppress, 

We will seek the dark recess, 

Where, in th' embower'd translucent stream. 

The cattle shun the sultry beam, 

•And o'er us on the marge reclined, 

The drowsy fly her horn shall wind, 

While echo, from her ancient oak. 

Shall answer to the woodman's stroke ; 

Or the little peasant's soiig. 

Wandering lone the glens among. 

His artless lip with berries dyed. 

And feet through ragged shoes descried. 

But oh ! when evening's virgin queen 
Sits on her fringed throne serene, 
And mingling whispers rising near. 
Steal on the still reposing ear : 
While distant brooks decaying round, 
Augment the mix'd dissolving sound, 
And the zephyr flitting by, 
Whispers mystic harmony? 
We will seek the woody lane, 
By the hamlet, on the plain. 
Where the weary rustic nigh, 
Shall whistle his wild melody, ' 
And the croaking wicket oft 
Shall echo from the neighbouring croft ; 
And as we trace the green path lone. 
With moss and rank weeds overgrown, 
We will muse on pensive lore 
Till the full soul brimming o'er, 
ShuU in our upturn 'd eyes appear, 
Embodied in a quivering tear. 
Or else, serenely silent, set 
By the brawling rivulet, 
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Which on its calm unruffled breast, 

Bears the old mossy arch impress'd, 

That clasps its secret stream of glass 

Half hid in shrubs and waving grass, 

The wood-nymph's lone secure retreat, 

Unpress'd by fawn or sylvan's feet. 

We'll watch in eve's ethereal braid. 

The rich vermilion slowly fade ; 

Or catch, faint twinkling from afar, 

The first glimpse of the eastern star, 

Fair Vesper, mildest lamp of light. 

That heralds in imperial night ; 

Meanwhile, upon our wcmdering ear, , 

Shall rise, though low, yet sweetly clear. 

The distant sounds of pastoral lute, 

Invoking soft the sober suit 

Of dimmest darkness — ^fitting well 

With love, or sorrow's pensive spell, 

(So erst did music's silver tone 

Wake slumbering Chaos on his throne.) 

And haply then, with sudden swell. 

Shall roar the distant curfew bell. 

While in the castle's mouldering tower, 

The hooting owl is heard to pour 

Her melancholy song, and scare 

Dull Silence brooding in the air. 

Meanwhile her dusk and slumbering car, 

Black-suited Night drives on from tar. 

And Cynthia, 'merging from her rear. 

Arrests the waxing darkness drear. 

And summons to her silent call. 

Sweeping, in their airy pall, 

The unshrived ghosts, in fairy trance. 

To join her moonshine morrice-danoe ; 

While around the mystic ring 

The shadowy shapes elastic spring. 

Then with a passing shriek they fly. 

Wrapt in mists, along the sky. 

And oft are by the shepherd seen. 

In his lone night-watch on the green. 

Then, hermit, let us turn our feet 
To the low abbey's still retreat, » i' 



T 
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Embower'd in the distant glen, ,; 

Far from the haunts of busy men. 

Where, as we sit upon the tomb, 

The glow-worm's light may gild the gloom, 

And show to Fancy's saddest eye, 

Where some lost hero's ashes lie. 

And oh, as through the mouldering arch, 

With ivy fill'd and weeping larch, 

The night-gale whispers sadly clear. 

Speaking drear things to Fancy's ear. 

We'll hold communion with the shade 

Of some deep-wailing, ruin'd maid — 

Or call the ghost of Spenser down. 

To tell of wo and Fortune's frdwn ; 

And bid us cast the eye of hope 

Beyond this bad world's narrow scope. 

Or if these joys, to us denied, 

To linger by the forest's side ; 

Or in the meadow, or the wood, 

Or by the lone, romantic flood ; 

Let us in the busy town. 

When sleep's dull streatns the people drown. 

Far' from drowsy pillows flee. 

And turn the church's massy key ; 

Then, as through the painted glass 

The moon's faint beams obscurely pass ; 

And darkly on 'the trophied wall. 

Her faint, ambiguous shadows fall ; 

Let us, while the faint winds wail. 

Through the long reluctant aisle, 

As we pace with reverence meet. 

Count the echoings of our feet ; 

While from the tombs, with confess'd breath, 

Distinct responds the voice of death. 

If thou, mild sage, wilt condescend, 

Thus on my footsteps to attend, 

To thee my lonely lamp shall burn 

By fallen Genius' sainted urn, 

As o'er the scroll of Time I pore. 

And sagely spell of ancient lore. 

Till I can rightly guess of all 

That Plato could to memory call. 

And scan the formless views of things, 
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Or with old Egypt's fetter'd kings, 
Arrange the mystic trains that shine 
In night's high philosophic mine ; 
And to thy name shall e'er belong 
The honors of undying song. 



ODE 

TO THE GENIUS OF ROMANCE. 

Oh ! thou who, in my early youth, 
When fancy wore the garb of truth, 
Were wont to win my infant feet, 
To some retired, deep-fabled seat. 
Where, by the brooklet's secret tide, 
The midnight ghost was known to glide ; 
Or lay me in some lonely glade. 
In native Sherwood's forest shade. 
Where Robin Hood, the outlaw bold. 
Was wont his sylvan courts to hold ; 
And there, as musing deep I lay, 
Would steal my little soul away. 
And all thy pictures represent, 
Of siege and solemn tournament ; 
Or bear me to the magic scene, 
Where, clad in greaves and gaberdine, 
The warrior knight of chivalry 
Made many a fierce enchanter flee , 
And bore the high-born dame away. 
Long held the fell magician's prey ; 
Or oft would tell the shuddering tale 
Of murders, and of goblins pale, 
Haunting the guilty baron's side, 
(l^Tiose floors with secret blood were dyed,) 
Which o'er the vaulted corridor, 
On stormy nights was heard to roar. 
By old domestic, waken'd wide 
By the angry winds that chide ; 
Or else the mystic tale would tell. 

Of Greensleeve, or of Blue Beard fell. 

# ' # « * 
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THE SAVOYARD'S RETURN. 
I. 

Oh ! yonder is the well-known spot, 

My dear, my long-lost natiYC home ! 
Oh! welcome is yon little cot, 

Where I shall rest, no more to roam ! 
Oh ! I have travelled far «nd wide, 

O'er many a distant foreign land ; 
Each place, each proipince I hsre tried, 

And sung and danced my sarabtti^. 
But all their charms could not prevail 
To steal my heart from yonder vale. 

H. 

■ 

Of distant climes the false report . 

It lured me from my native land ; 
It bade me rove — ^my sole suppcNrt 

My cymbals and my saraband. 
The woody ddl, the hanging rock. 

The chamois (Skipping o'er the heights ; 
The plain adorn'd witiii nmny a flod^, 

And, oh ! a thousand more delights. 
That grace yon dear beloved reti^at. 
Have •backward won my weary feet. 

III. 

r 

Now si^e retum'd, with wandmng tired. 

No more my little home I'll leave ; 
And many a tale of what I've seen 

Shall while Bway the winter's eve. 
Oh ! I have wander'd far and wide, 

O'er many a distant foreign land ; 
Each place, each province I have tried, 

And sttitig and danced my saraband ; 
But all their charms could not prevail, 
To steal my heart from yonder vale. 
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LINES 

Written Improraptn, on reading tbe fidlowlnc poinge in Mr. Cftpel Loft*f beantiftil and 
intarerting PKlhca to Nathaniel Bloomiield^s Poema Jost paUiilied.— * It baa a mixtura 
of the aportive, which deepens the impreaaion of ita meiaaeboly eloae. I could hava 
wiabed aa I have aaid in a short note, the conclusion had been oCherwiaa. Tha sooza 
of life leaa odbnd my taate than ita aweeta delight it.' 



Go to th^ taging sea, and say, ' Be still ! ' 
Bid the wild lawleea win^s obey thy will ; 
Preach to the storm, aad reason with Despair, 
But tell not Misery's son that Kfe is fair. . 

Thou, who in Plenty's lavish lap hast roU'd, 

And every year with hew delight hast told, 

Thou, who recumbent on the lackered barge, 

Hast drc^p'd down joy's gay stream of pleasant marge, 

TTum may'st extol life's calm, untroubled sea, 

The storms of misery never burst on thu* 

60 to the mat, where squalid Want reclines, 
60 to the shade obscure, where Merit pines ; 
Abide with him whom Penury's channs control, 
And bind the rising yearnings^ his soul, 
Survey his sleepless couch, and standing there. 
Tell the poor pallid wretch that life is fair ! 

Press thou the lonely pillow of his head. 
And ask why adeep his languid eyes has fled ; 
Mark his dew'd temples, and his half-shut eye. 
His trembling nostrils, and his deep-drawn sigh, 
His mutterhig month oontorted with deqiair. 
And ask if Genuis could inhabit there. 

dh, yes ! that sunken eye with fire once gleam'd. 
And rays of light frmn its full circlet s1a*eam'd ; 
But now Neglect has stung him to the core. 
And Hope's wild raptures thrill his breast no more ; 
Domestic Ai^kh winds his vitals round. 
And added Grief compels him to the ground. 
Lo ! o'er his manly form, decay'd and vran. 
The shades of death with gradual steps steial on ; 
And the pale mother, pining to decay. 
Weeps for her boy her wretched life away. 
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(to, child of Fortune ! to his early grave, 

Where o'er his head obscure the rank weeds wave ; 

Behold the heart-wrung parent lay her head 

On the cold turf, and ask to share his bed. 

Go, child of Fortune, take thy lesson there, 

And tell us then that life is wondrous fair ! 

Yet, LofTt, in thee, whose hand is still stretch'd forth, 
T' encourage genius, and to foster worth ; 
On thee, the unhappy's firm, unfailing friend, 
'Tis just that every blessing should descend ; 
'T is just that life to thee should only show 
Her fairer side but little mix^d with wo. 



WRIITEN IN THE PROBPECT OF DEATH. 

Sad solitary Thought^ who keep'st thy vigils, 

Thy solemn vigils, in the sick man's mind ; 

Communing lonely with his sinking soul, 

And musing on the dubious glooms that lie 

in dim oisscarity before him, — thee, 

Wrapt in thy dark magnificence, I call 

At this still midnight hour, this awful season, 

When on my bed, in wakeful restlessness, 

I turn me wearisome ; while all around, 

All, all, save me, sink in forgetfulness ; 

I only wake to watch the sickly taper 

Which lights me to my tomb. — Yea, 'tis the hand 

Of Death I feel press heavy on my vitals, 

Slow sapping the warm current of existence. 

My moments now are few — the sand of life 

Ebbs fastly to its finish. — Yet a little. 

And the last fleeting particle will fall. 

Silent, unseen, uniK)ticed, unlamented. 

Come then, sad Thought, find let us meditate 

While meditate we may — We have now 

But a small portion of what men call time 

To hold communion ; for even now the knife, 

The separating knife, I feel divide 

The tender bond that binds my soul to earth. 

Yes, I must die — I feel that I must die ; 
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And though to me has life been dark and dreary, 

Though Hope for me has smiled but to deceive, 

And Disappointment still pursued her blandishments, 

Yet do I feel my soul recoil within me 

As I contemplate the dim gulf of death, 

The shuddering void, the awful blank — ^futurity. 

Ay, I had planned full many a sanguine scheme 

Of earthly happiness — ^romantic schemes, 

And fraught with loveliness ; and it is hard 

To feel the hand of Death arrest one's steps. 

Throw a chill blight o'er all one's budding hopes, 

And hurl one's soul untimely to the shades. 

Lost in the gaping gulf of blank oblivion. 

Fifty years hence, and who will hear of Henry f 

Oh !. none ; — another busy brood of beings 

Will shoot up in the interim, and none 

Will hold him in remembrance. I shall sink, 

As sinks a stranger in the crowded streets 

Of busy London : — Some short bustle's caused, 

A few inquiries, and the crowds close in. 

And all's forgotten. — On my grassy grave 

The men of future times will careless tread. 

And read my name upon the sculptured stone ; 

Nor will the sound, familiar to their ears. 

Recall my vanish'd memory. — I did hope 

For better things ! — I hoped I should not leave 

The earth without a vestige ; — Fate decrees 

It shall be otherwise, and I submit. 

Henceforth, oh, world, no more of thy desires ! 

No more of hope ! the wanton vagrant Hope ! 

I abjure all. — Now other cares engross me, 

And my tired soul, with emulative haste. 

Looks to its God, and prunes its wings for Heaven. 



PASTORAL SONG. 

Come, Anna ! come, the morning dawns, 
Faint streaks of radiance tinge the skies : 

Come, let i^s seek the dewy lawns, 
And watch the early lark arise ; 
9* 
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While Nature, clad in vesture gay, 
Hails theioved return of day. 

Our flocks, that nip the scanty blade 

Upon the moor, shall seek the vale ; 
And then, secure beneath the shade, 
We'll listen to the throstle's tale ; 
And watch the silver clouds above. 
As o'er the azure vault they rovei 

Come, Anna ! come, and bring thy lute, 

That with its tones, so softly sweet, 
In cadence with my mellow flute, 
We may beguile the noontide heat.; 
While near the mellow bee shall join, 
To raise a harmony divine. 

And then at eve, when silence reigns. 

Except when heard the beetle's hum. 
We'll leave the sober-tinted plains, 
To these sweet heights again we'll come ; 
And thoii to thy soft lute shalt play 
A solemn vesper to departing day. 



VERSES. 

When pride and envy, and the scorn • 

Of wealth, my heart with gall embued, 
I thought how pleasant were the mom 

Of silence, in the solitude ; 
To hear the forest bee on wing, 
Or by the stream, or woodland spring. 
To lie and muse alone — alone. 
While the tinkling waters moan. 
Or such wild sounds arise, as say, 
Man and noise are far away. 

Now, surely, thought I, there's enow 

To fill life's dusty way ; 
And who will miss a poet's feet, 

Or wonder where he stray : 
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Sa to the woods and waste ni go, 

And I will build an osier bower ; 
And sweetly there to m€ shall flow 

The meditative hour. 

And when the Autumn's withering hand 
Shall strew with leaves the sylvan land, 
I'll to the forest caverns hie : 
And in the dark and stormy nights 
I'll listen to the shrieking sprites, 
Who, in the wintry wolds and floods. 
Keep jubilee, and shred the woods ; 
Or, as it drifted soft and slow, 
Hurl in ten thousand shapes the snow. 



EPIGRAM 

ON ROBERT BLGOMFIELD. 

Bloomfield, thy happy-omen'd name 
Ensiu*es continuance to thy fame ; 
Both sense and truth this verdict give, 
While fields shall bloomy thy name shall live ! 



ODE TO MIDNIGHT. 

Season of general rest, whose solemn still. 
Strikes to the trembling heart a fearful chill. 

But speaks to philosophic souls delight. 
Thee do I hail, as at my casement high, 
My candle waning melancholy by, 

I sit and taste the holy calm of night. 

Ton pensive orb, that through the ether sails, 
And gilds the misty shadows of the vales. 

Hanging in thy dull rear her vestal flame, 
To her ,^ while all around in sleep recline. 
Wakeful I raise my orisons divine. 

And sing the gentle honors of her name ; 



] 
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WhOe Fancy loae o'er me her votary bends. 
To lift my soul her fairy visions sends, 

And pours upon my ear her thrilling song, 
And Superstition's gentle terrors come, 
See, see yon dim ffhost gliding through the gloom ! 

See round yon (Uiurch-yard elm what spectres throng ! 

Meanwhile I tune, to some romantic lay, 
My flagelet — and, as I pensive play, 

The sweet notes echo o'er the mountain scene : 
The traveller late journeying o'er the moors 
Hears them aghast, — (while still the dull owl pours 

Her hollow screams each dreary pause between,) 

Till in the lonely tower he spies the light 
Now faintly flashing on the glooms of night, 

Where I, poor muser, my lone vigils keep, * 
And, 'mid the dreary solitude serene, 
Cast a much-meaning glance upon the scene, 

And raise my mournful eye to Heaven, and weep* 



ODE TO THOUGHT. 

•at'- 

Wiittea at mldiifght. 



L 

Hence away, vindictive Thought ! 

Thy pictures are of pain ; 
The visions through thy dark eye caught. 
They with no gentle charms are fraught. 
So prithee back again. 
I would not weep, 
I wish to sleep, 
Then why, thou busy foe, with me thy vigils keep ? 

n. 

Why dost o'er bed and couch recline ? 

Is this thy new delight ? 
Pale visitant, is it not thine 
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To keep thy sentry through the mme, 
The dark vault of the night : 
'Tis thine to die, 
While o'er the eye 
The .dewB of slumber press, and waking sorrows fly. 

III. 

Go thou, and bide with him who guides 

His bark through lonely seas ; 
And as reclining on his helm. 
Sadly he marks the starry realm, 
To him thou mayst bring ease ; 
But thou to me 
Art misery, 
So prithee, prithee, plume tny wings, and from my pil 
low flee. 

And, Memory, pray what art thou ? 

Art thou of pleasure born i 
Does bliss untainted from thee flow ? 
The rose that gems thy pensive broW) 
Is it without a thorn ? 
With all thy smiles. 
And witching wiles, 
Yet not unfrequent bitterness thy mournful sway defiles. 

V. 

The drowsy night-watch has forgot 

To call the solemn hour ; 
Lull'd by the winds he slumbers deep, 
While I in vain, capricious Sleep, 
Invoke thy tardy power ; 
And restless lie. 
With unclosed eye. 
And count the tedious hours as slow they minute by. 



I 



tO0 cMfFi.rrE wtt» 

GENIUS. 
AN cum, 

I. 1. 

Many there be, who, through the vale of life, 

With velvet pace, tmnotioed, aofdy go, 
While jarring Discord's inharmonious smfe 

Awakes them not to wo. 
By them unheeded, carking Care, 
Green-eyed Grief, and dull Despair ; 
Smoothly they pursue their way, 

With even tenor and with equal breath. 
Alike through cloudy and through sunny day, 

Then sink in peace to death. 

II. L 

But, ah f a few there be whom griefs devour, 

Aiid weeping Wo, and Disappointment keen. 
Repining Penury, and Sorrow sour. 

And self-consuming Spleen. 
And these are Genius' favorites : these 
Know the thought-throned mind to please, 
And from her fleshy seat to draw 

To reakna where Fancy's golden orbits roll. 
Disdaining all but 'wHdering Rapture's law, 

The captivated soul. 

III. 1. 

Genius, from thy starry throne, 

High above the btirning zone, 
In radient robe of light array'd. 
Oh ! hear the plaint by thy sad favorite made, 

His melancholy moan. 
He tells of scorn, he tells of broken vows. 

Of sleepless nights, of anguish-ridden days, 
Pangs that his sensibuity uprouse 

. To curse his being and his thirst |br praise. 
Thou gav'st to him with treble foroe to feel 

The sting of keen neglect, the rich man's tacom ; 
And what o'er all does in his soid preside 



Predommant, and tempers him to steel, 
His high indignant pride* 

J, a. 

Lament not ye, who humbly steal through Iife» 

That Genius visits not your lowly shed ; 
For, ah, what woes and sorrows erer rife 
Distract his hapless head ! 
For him awaits no balmy sleep, 
He wakes all night, and wakes to weep ; 
Or by his lonely lamp he sits 

At solemn midnight when the peasant sleeps^ 
In feverish study, and in moody iita 
His mournful v^s keeps. 

11. 2. 

And, oh ! for what consumes his watchful oil ? 

For what does thus he waste life's fleeting breath ? 
'Tis for ne^eet and penury he doth toil, 

'Tis for untimely death. 
Lo ! where dejected pale he lies, 
Despair depicted in his eyes, • 

He feels the vital flame decrease. 

He sees the grave wide^yawning for its prey, 
Without a friend to soothe his soul to peace) 

And cheer the expiring ray. 

UL 2. 

By Sulmo's bard of mournful fame. 
By gentle Otway's magic name, 
By him, the youth, who smiled at death, 
And rashly dared to stop his vital breath. 

Will I thy pangs proclaim ; 
For still to misery closely thou'rt allied. 
Though gaudy pageants glitter by thy side, 

And far-resounding Fame. 
What though to thee the dazzled millions bow, 
And to thy posthumous merit bend them low ; , 
Though unto thee the monarch looks with awe, 
And thou at thy flashed car dost nations draw, 
Yet, ah ! unseen behind thee fly 

Corroding Anguish, soul-subduing Pain, 
And Discontent that clouds the fairest jsky : 
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A melancholy train. 
Yes, Genius, thee a thousand cares await, 
Mocking thy derided state ; 
Thee chill Adversity will still attend, 
Before whose face flies fast the summer's friend, 

And leaves thee all forlorn ; 
While leaden Ignorance rears her head and laughs, 

And fat Stupidity shakes his jolly sides, 
And while the cup of affluence he quaffs 
With bee-eyed Wisdom, Genius derides, 
Who toils, and every hardship doth outbrave, 
To gain the meed of praise, when. he is mouldering in 

his grave. 



FRAGMENT OF AN ODE TO THE MOON. 

I. 

Mild orb, who floatest through the realm of night, 

A pathless wanderer o'er a lonely wild, 
Welcomf to me thy soft and pensive light, 
Whicl\ oft in childhood my lone thoughts beguiled. 
Now doubly dear as o'er my silent seat, 
Nocturnal Study's still retreat. 
It casts a mournful melancholy gleam, 
And through my lofty casement weaves. 
Dim through the vine's encircling leaves. 
An intermingled beam. 

II. 

These feverish dews that on my temples hang. 

This quivering lip, these eyes of dying flame : 
These the dread signs of many a secret pang. 

These are the meed of him who pants for fame ! 
Pale Moon, from thoughts like these divert my soul ; 

Lowly I kneel before thy shrine on high ; 
My lamp expires ; — ^beneath thy mild control, 

These restless dreams are ever wont to fly. 

Come, kindred mourner, in my breast 
Soothe these discordant tones to rest. 
And breathe the soul of peace ; 
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Mild visiter) I feel thee here. 
It is not pain that brings this tear, 
For thou hast bid it oease* 

Oh ! many a year has pass'd away 
Since I, beneath thy fairy ray 
Attun'd my infant reed. 
When wilt thou, Time, those days restore, 
Those happy moments now no more — 



When on the lake's damp marge I lay, 

And mark'd the northern meteor's dance, 
Bland Hope and Fancy, ye were there 
To inspirate my trance. 
Twin sisters, faintly now ye deign 
Your magic sweets on me to shed, 
In vain your powers are now essay'd 
To chase superior pain. 

And art thou fled, thou welcome orb ? 

So swiftly pleasure flies ; 
So to mankind, in darkness lost. 

The beam of ardor dies. 
Wan Moon, thy nightly task is done, 
And now, encurtain'd in the main, 

Thou sinkest into rest ; 
But I, in vain, on thorny bed 

Shall woo the god of soft repose-— 



FRAGMENT. 

Loud rage the winds without.r-The wintry cloud 
O'er the cold north star casts her flitting shroud ; 
And Silence, pausing in some snow-clad dale, 
Starts as she hears, by fits, the shrieking gale ; 
Where now, shut out from every still retreat, 
Her pine-clad summit, and her woodland seat, 
Shall Meditation, in her saddest mood, 
Retire o'er all her pensive stores to brood ? 

10 



\ 
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Shivering and blue the peasant eyes askance 
The drifted fleeces that around him dance. 
And hurries on his half-averted form, 
Stemming the fury of the side-long storm. 
Him soon shall greet his snow-topt [cot of thatch,] 
Soon shall his 'numb'd hand tremble on the latch, 
Soon from his chimney's nook the cheerful flame 
Difl^e a genial warmth throughout his frame ; 
Round the light fire, while roars the north wind loud, 
What merry groups of vacant faces crowd ; 
These hail his coming — ^these his meal prepare. 
And boast in all that cot no lurking care. 

What, though the social circle be denied, 
Even Sadness brightens at her own fire-side, 
Loves, with fixed eye, to watch the fluttering blaze. 
While musing Memory dwells on former days ; 
Or Hope, bless'd spirit ! smiles — and still forgiven. 
Forgets the passport, while she points to Heaven. 
Then heap the fire — shut out the biting air. 
And from its station wheel the easy chair : 
^ Thus fenced and warm, in silent fit, 'tis sweet 
' To hear without the bitter tempest beat 
All, all alone — ^to sit, and muse, and sigh. 
The pensive tenant of obscurity. 



FRAGMENT. 

Oh ! thou most fatal of Pandora's train. 

Consumption ! silent cheater of the eye ; • 

Thou com'st not robed in agonizing pain, ^ 

Nor mark'st thy course with Death's delusive dye. 

But silent and unnoticed thou dost lie ; 
O'er life's soft springs thy venom dost diffuse. 

And, while thou giv'st new lustre to the eye, 
While o'er the cheek are spread health's ruddy hues, 
Even then life's little rest thy cruel power subdues. 

Oft I've beheld thee, in the glow of youth 
Hid 'neath the blushing roses which there bloom'd, 
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And droppM a tear, for then thy cankering tooth 
I knew would never stay, till all consumed, 
In the cold vault of death he were entomb'd. 

But oh ! what sorrow did I feel, as swift, 
Insiduous ravager, I saw thee fly 

Through fair Lucina's breast of whitest snow, 
Preparing swift her passage to the sky. 

Though still intelligence beam'd in the glance, 
The liquid lustre of her fine blue eye ; 

Yet soon did languid listlessness advance, 

And soon she calmly sunk in death's repugnant trance. 

Even when her end was swiftly drawing near 
And dissolution hover'd o'er her head : 

Even then w beauteow did her form appear 
That none who saw her but admiring said, 
Sure so much beauty never could be dead. 

Yet the dark lash of her expressive eye. 

Bent lowly down upon the languid — 



SOTrWETS. 



TO CAPEL LOFFT, ESQ. 

LoFFT, unto thee one tributary song 

The simple Muse, admiring, fain would bring ; 
She longs to lisp thee to the listening throng, 

And with thy name to bid the woodlands ring. 
Fain would she blazon all thy virtues forth. 

Thy warm philanthropy, thy justice mild, 
Would say how thou didst foster kindred worth, 

And to thy bosom snatch 'd Misfortune's child ; 
Firm she woidd paint thee, with becoming zeal. 

Upright, and learned, as the Pylian sire, 
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Would say hoW sweetly thou couldst sweep the lyre. 
And show thy labors for the public weal. 
Ten thousand virtues tell with joys supreme, 
But ah ! she shrinks abash'd before the arduous theme» 



TO THE MOON. 

WRrrTEN IN NOVBHBfift. 

Sublime, emerging from the misty verge 
Of the horiBOQ <iim, thee, Moon^ I hoU, 
As sweeping o'er the lealBess grove, the gale 

Seems to repeat the year's funereal dirge. 

Now Autumn sickens on the languid sight, 
And leaves bestrew the wanderer's lonely way, 

Now unto thee, pale arbitress of night, 
With double joy my homage do I pay. 
When clouds disguise the glories of the day, 

And stern November sheds her boisterous blight. 
How doubly sweet to mark the moony ray 

Shoot through the mist from the ethereal height, 
And, sHll unchanged^ back to the memory bring 
The smiles Favonian of life's earliest spring. 



WRITTEN AT THE GRAVE OP A FRIEND. 

Fast from the West the fading day-streaks fly, 

And ebon Night assumes her solemn sway, 
Yet here alone, unheeding time, I lie. 

And o'er my friend still pour the plaintive lay. 
Oh ! 'tis not long since, George, with thee I woo'd 

The maid of musings by yon moaning wave, 
And hail'd the moon's mild beam, which now renewed. 

Seems sweetly sleeping on thy silent grave ! 
The busy world pursues its boisterous way, ' 

The noise of revelry still echoes round, 
Yet I am sad while all beside is gay ; 

Yet still I weep o'er thy deserted mound. 
Oh ! that, like thee, I might bid sorrow cease, 
And 'neath the green-sward sleep the sleep of peace* 
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TO MISFORTUNE, 

Misfortune, I am young, my chin is bare, 

And I have wonder'd much when men have told, 
How youth was free from sorrow and from care, 

That thou shouldst dwell with me, and leave the old. 
Sure dost not like me ! — Shrivell'd hag of hate, * 

My phiz, and thanks to thee, is sadly long ; 

I am not either. Beldam^ over strong ; 
Nor do I wish at all to be thy mate, 
For thou, sweet Fury, art my utter hate. 
Nay, shake not thus thy miserable pate, 
I am yet young, and do not like thy face ; 
And, lest thou shouldst resume the wild-goose chase, 
I'll tell thee somediing all thy heat to assuage, 
^Thou wilt not hit my fancy in my age. 



As thus opinress'd with many a heavy care^ 
(Though young yet sorrowful,) I turn my feet 
To the dark woodland, longing much to greet 
The form of Peace, if chance she sojourn there ; 
Deep thought and dismal, verging to despair, 

FUls my sad breast ; and, tired with this vain coil, 
I shrink dismay'd before life's upland toil. 
And as amid the leaves the evening air 
Whispers still melody, — I think ere long. 

When I no more can hear, these woods will speak , 
And then a sad smile plays upon my cheek, 
And mournful fantasies upon me throng, 
And I do ponder with most strange delight. 
On the calm slumbers of the dead man's night. 



TO APRIL. 

Emblem of life ! see changeful April sail 
In varying vest along the shadowy skies. 
Now bidding Summer's softest zephyrs rise. 

Anon, recalling Winter's stormy gale, 

10* 
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« 

And pouring from the cloud her sudden hail ; 
Then, smiling through the tear that dims her eyes, 
While Iris with her braid the welkin dyes, 
Promise of sunshine, not so prone to fail. 
So, to us, sojourners in fife's low vale, 
, The smiles of Fortune flatter to deceive, 

While still the Fates the web of Misery weave ; 
So Hope exultant spreads her aery sail. 
And from the present gloom the soul conveys 
To distant summers and far happier days. 



Ye unseen spirits, whose wild melodies, 
At evening rising slow, yet sweetly clear, 
Steal on the musing poet's pensive ear, 

As by the wood-spring stretch'd supine he lies, 
When he who now invokes you low is laid, 

His tired frame resting on the earth's cold bed. 

Hold ye your nightly vigils o'er his head. 
And chant a dirge to his reposing shade ! 

For he was wont to love your madrigals ; 
And often by the haunted stream that laves . 
The dark sequester'd woodland's inmost caves. 

Would sit and listen to the dying falls. 

Till the full tear would quiver in his eye, 

And his big heart would heave with mooruful ecstasy. 



TO A TAPER. 

i 
'Tis midnight — On the globe dead dumber sits, 

And all is silence — ^in the hour of sleep ; 
Save when the hollow gust, that swells by fits, i 

In the dark wood roars fearfully and deep. 
I wake alone to listen and to weep. 

To watch, my taper, thy pale beacon bum ; 
And, as still Memory does her vigils keep. 

To think of days that never can return. | 

By thy pale ray I raise my languid head, 

My eye surveys the solitary ^loom ; i 

And the sad meaning tear, unmix'd with dread, ; 
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Tells thou dost light me to the silent tomb. 
Like thee I wane ^ like thine my life's last ray 
Will fade in loneliness, unwept, away. 



TO MY MOTHER. 

And canst thou, Mo/ther, for a moment think, 
That we, thy children, when old age shall shed 
Its blanching honors on thy weary head, 

Could from our best of duties ever shrink ? 

Sooner the sun from his high sphere should sink 
Than we, ungrateful, leave thee in that day. 
To pine in solitude thy life away. 

Or shun thee, tottering on the grave's cold brink 

Banish tiie thought l^^where'er our steps may roam. 
O'er smiling plains, or wastes without a tree. 
Still will fond memory point our hearts to thee, 

And paint the pleasures of thy peaceful home ; 

While duty bids us all thy griefs assuage. 

And smooth the pillow of thy sinking age. 



Ye«, 'twill be over soon. — ^This sickly dream 

Of life will vanish from my feverish brain ; 
And death my wearied spirit will redeem 

From this wild region of unvaried pain. 
Yon brook will glide as softly as before, — 

Yon landscape smile, — yon golden harvest grow, — 
Yon sprightly lark on mounting wing will soar 

When Henry's name is heard no more below. 
I sigh when all my youthful friends caress. 

They laugh in health, and future evils brave ; 
Them shall a wife and smiling children bless. 

While I am mouldering in my silent grave. 
•God of the just — Thou gavest the bitter cup ; 
I bow to thy behest, and drink it up. 



I 
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TO CONSUMPTION. 

Gently, most gently, on thy victim's head, ^ 

Consumption, lay thine hand ! — ^let me decay, ^ 

Like the expiring lamp, unseen, away. 

And softly go to slumber with the dead. 

And if 'tis true, what holy men have said, * 

That strains angelic oft foretell the day 
Of death, to those good men who fall thy prey, 

let the aerial music round my bed, 

Dissolving sad in dying symphony. 
Whisper the solenm warning in mine ear : 

That I may bid my weeping friends good-by 
Ere I depart upon my journey drear : 

And, smiling faintly on the painful past, 

Compose my decent head, and breathe my last. 



TRANSLATED 

FROM THE FEBNCH OF Bf. DESBASKBAUZ. 

Thy judgments, Lord, are just ; thou lov'st to wear 

The face of pity and of love divine ; 
But mine is giult — thou must not, canst not spare, 

While Heaven is true, and equity is thine. 
Yes, oh my God ! — such crimes as mine, so dread. 

Leave but the choice of punishment to thee ; 
Thy interest calls for judgment on my head, 

And even thy mercy dares not plead for me I 
Thy will be done — since 'tis thy glory's due. 

Bid from mine eyes the endless torrents flow ; 
Smite — ^it is time — though endless death ensue, 

I bless the avenging hand that lays me low. 
But on what spot shall fall thine anger's flood, 
That has not first been drench'd in Christ's atoning 
blood } 



1 
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POEMS 

OF A LATER DATE. 

# 



TO A FRIEND IN DISTRESS, 
Who, when Heniy leasoned with him calmly, asked, 

* Do I not feel V The doubt is keen as steel. 

Yea, I do feel — ^most exquisitely feel ; 

My heart can weep, when from my downcast eye 

I chase the tear, and stem the rising sigh : 

Deep buried there I close the rankling dart, 

And smile the most when heaviest is my heart. 

On this I act — ^whatever pangs surround, 

' THs magnanimity to hide the toound ! 

When Si was new, and life was in its spring, 

I lived an unloved solitary thing ; 

Even then I learn'd to bury deep from day. 

The piercing cares that wore my youth away : 

Even then I learned for others'* cares to feel ; 

Even then I wept I had not power to heal : 

Even then, deep-sounding through the nightly gloom, 

I heard the wretched's groan, and mourn'd the wretch- 

ed's doom, 
Who were my friends in youth ? — ^The midnight fire — 
The silent moon-beam, or the starry choir ; 
To these I 'plained, or turn'd from outer sight, 
To bless my lonely taper's friendly light ; 
I never yet could ask, howe'er forlorn. 
For vulgar pity mix'd with vulgar scorn 
The sacred source of wo I never ope, 



^ 
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My .breast's my coffer, and my God^s my hope. 
JBut that I do feel, Time, my friend, will show. 
Though the cold crowd the secret never know ; 
With them I laugh — ^yet, when no eye can see, 
I weep for nature, and I weep for thee. 
Yes, thou didst wrong me, * * * ; I fondly thought 
In thee Pd found the friend my heart had sought ! 
I fondly thought, that thoii couldst pierce the guise. 
And read the truth that in my bosom lies ; 
I fondly thought ere TimeV last days were gone, 
Thy heart and mine had mingled into one ! 
Yes — ^and they yet will mingle. Days and years 
Will fly, and leave us partners in our tears : 
We then shall feel that friendship has a power 
To soothe affliction in her darkest hour ; 
Time's trial o'er, shall clasp each other's hand. 
And wait the passport to a better land. 

Thine, 

H. K. WHITE. 

Half past Eleven o'Clock at Nif^t. 



CHRISTMAS-DAY 

1804. 

Yet once more, and once more, awake my Harp, 
From silence and neglect— one lofty strain, 
Lofty, yet wilder than the winds of Heaven, 
And speaking mysteries more than words can tell, 
I ask of thee, for I, with hymnings high, 
Would join the dirge of the departing year. 

Yet with no wintry garland from the woods, 
Wrought of the leafless branch, or ivy sear, 
Wreath I thy tresses, dark December ! now ; 
Me higher quarrel calls, with loudest song, 
And fearful joy, to celebrate the day 
Df the Redeemer. — Near two thousand suns 
Have set their seals upon the rolling lapse 
Of generations, since the day-spring first 
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Beamed from on high l-r-Now to the mighty mass 
Of that increasing aggregate we add 
One unit more. Spaee^ in comparison, 
How small, yet mark'd with how much misery ; 
Wars, famines, and the fury, Pestilence, 
Over the nations hanging her dread scourge ; 
The oppress'd, too, in silent bitterness. 
Weeping their sufferance ; and the arm of wrong. 
Forcing the scanty portion from the weak. 
And steeping the lone widow's couch with tears. 

So has the year been character'd with wo 

In Christian land, and mark'd with wrongs and crimes ; 

Yet 'twas not thus He tgught — ^not thus He lived, 

Whose birth we this day celebrate with prayer 

And much thanksgiving. — He, a man of woes. 

Went on the way appmnted, — ^path, though rude. 

Yet borne with patience still : — He came to cheer 

The broken-hearted, to raise up the sick. 

And on the wandering and benighted mind 

To pour the light of truth. — task divine ! 

O more than togel teacher ! He had words 

To soothe the barking waves, and hush the winds ; 

And when the soul was toss'd in troubled seas, 

Wrapp'd in thick darkness and the howling storm, 

lie, pointing to the star of peace on high, 

Arm'd it with holy fortitude, and bade it smile 

At the surrounding wreck. 

When with deep agony his heart was rack'd, ■ 
Not for himself the tear-drop dew'd his cheek. 
For them He wept, for them to Heaven He pray'd. 
His persecutors — * Father, pardon them. 
They know not what they do.' 

Angels of Heaven, 
Ye who beheld Him fainting on the cross. 
And did him homage, say, may mortal join 
The hallelujahs of the risen God } 
Will the faint voice and grovelling song be heard 
Amid the seraphim in light divine ? 
Yes, He will deign, the Prince of Peace will deign, 
For mercy, to accept the hymn of faith, 
Low though it be and humble. — Lord of life. 
The Christ, the Comforter, thine advent now 



liO CeVPtSTV WORKS 

Fills my uprising soul. — I mouQt, I fly 

Far o'er the skies, beyond the rolling orbs ; y 

The bonds of flesh dissolve, and earth recedes, i 

And care, and pain, and sorrow are no more. 



NELSONI MOBS. 

Tet once again, my Harp, yet once again. 

One ditty more, and on the mountain aslx 

I will again suspend thee. I have felt 

The warm tear frequent on mv cheek, since last, , 

At eventide, when all the winds were hush'd, . 

I woke to diee the melancholy song. 

Since then with TTumghtfalnessy a maid severe, 

I've joumey'd, and have learn'd to shape the freaks 

Of frolic fancy to the line of truth ; 

Not unrepininff, for my froward heart. 

Still turns to thee, mine Harp, and to the flow 

Of spring-gales past — ^the woods and storied haunts * 

Of my not songless boyhood. — Yet once more, 

Not fearless, I will wake thy tremulous tones, 

My long neglected Harp. — He must not sink ; 

The good, the brave — he must not, shall not sink I 

Without the meed of some melodious tear. j 

Though from the Muse's chalice I may pour j 

No precious dews of Aganippe's well, 

Or Castaly, — ^though from the morning cloud ] 

I fetch no hues to scatter on his hearse : ! 

Yet will I wreath a garland for his brows. 

Of simple flowers, such as the hedge-rows scent 

Of Britain, my loved country ; and with tears 

Most eloquent, yet silent, I will bathe > 

Thy honor'd corse, my JSTeban^ tears as warm • 

And honest as the ebbing blood that flow'd 

Fast from thy honest heart. — Thou, Pity, too, \ 

If ever I have loved, with faltering step, 1 

To follow thee in the cold and starless night, 1 

To the top-crag of some rain-beaten clifl"; J 

And as I heard the deep gun bursting loud ^ 
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Amid the parsed of th^ storai^ have poiir'd 

Wild strains, and mcKirnful, to the harrying nidnds, 

The dying soul's viatieum ; if oft 

Amid the carnage of the field I've sat 

With thee upon the moonli^t throne, and mxkg 

To cheer the feinting soldier's dying 80iii> 

With mercy and forgiveneoi— visitant 

Of Heaven — sit thou upon my harp, 

And give it feeling, whidi were else too cold 

For argument so great, for theme so high. 

How dimly on that morn the sun arose) 
Kerchief d in mists, and tearful, whea-«»-^ 



HYMN. 



In Heaven we idiaU be ptuiiied, w u to be able to endure ^e spleidort df the Deity. 



I. 

Awake, sweet harp of Judah, wake, 
Retune thy strings for Jesus' sake ; 
We sing the Saviour of our race, 
The Lamb, our shield, and hiding-place. 

When Grod's right arm is bared for war, 
And thunders clothe his cloudy car, 
Where, where, oh where, shall man retire. 
To escape the horrors of his ire ? 

HI. 

'Tis he, the Lamb, to him we fljr. 
While the dread tempest passes by ; ' 
God sees his Well-beloved's face, 
And spares us in our hiding-place. 

IV. 

Thus while we dwell in this low scene, 
The Lamb is our unfailing screen ; 
11 



To hihi, though guilty, still we run, 
And Ood still spares us for his Son. 

•v. 

While yet we sojourn here below. 
Pollutions still our.hearts o'erflow ; 
Fallen, abject, mean, a sentenced race, 
We deeply need a hiding-place. 

VI. 

Tet courage— days and years will glide, 
And we shall lay these clods jiMide ; 
Shall be baptized in Jordan's flood, . 
And wash'd in Jesus' cleansing blood. 

vn. 

Then piure, immortal, sinless, freed. 
We through the Lamb shall be decreed ; 
Shall meet the Father face to face, 
And need no more a hiding-place. ^ 

r 

The last itanxa of thli hymn wai added eztemporaneoualy, bjr Henry, one wama 

evening, when he wu with a few flrienda on Che Trent, and nnging It aa he waa oaed la 

do on aaeh 

/ 



A HYMN. 

FOR FAMILY WORSHIP. 
I. 

Lord, another day is flown, 
Andvwe, a lonely band, 
Are met once more before thy throne. 
To bless thy fostering hand. 

11. 

And wilt thou bend a listening ear, 

To praises low as ours ? 
Thou wilt ! for Thou dost love to hear 

The song which meekness pours. 



• * 
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III. 

And, Jesus, thou thy smiles ^mll deign, 

As we before thee pray ; 
For thou didst bless the infant train, , \ 

And we are less than they. 

IV. - 

O let thy grace perform its part, 

And let contention cease ; 
And shed abroad in every heart 

Thine everlasting peace ! 

y. 

Thus chasten'd, cleansed, entirely thine, 

A flock by Jesus led ; 
The 8ui of Holiness shad shine. 

In glory on our head. 

VI. 

And thou wilt turn our wandering feet, 

And thou wilt bless our way ; 
Till worlds shall fade, and faith shall greet 

The dawn of lasting day. 



THE STAR OF BETHLEHEM. 



I. 



WflBN marshalPd on the nightly plain. 
The glittering host bestud the sky ; 

One star alone, of all the train. 

Can fix the sinner's wandering eye. 

II. 

Hark ! hark ! to God the chorus breaks, 
From every host, from every gem ; 

But one alone the Saviour speaks. 
It is the Star of Bethlehem. 



y 



III. 

Once m the raging seas I rod6»: . ..' 

The storm was loud, — tfaue ni^t WM dark, 

The oceajtt yawn'd — and rudely Ugw'd » 
The wind .that togs'd my foundttraig'vbark. 

IV- 

Deep horror th»fk my vitals fro9e) 

Death-Btruok, I ceased the tide to atiem ; 

When suddenly a star arose, * 

It was the Star of Bethlehem. 

It was my guide, my light, my all^ • -. n 

It bade my dark forebodings cease ; ' 

And through the storm and dangers' ihfatti ' 
It led me to the port of peaoe* f 

VL 

Now safely moor*d — ^my perila o'er^ \ 

rU sing, first in night's diademi 

For ever and for evermore, 

The star !— The Star of BetMetem* . 



A HYMN. 

Lord, my Grod, in mercy turn, 
In mercy hear a sinner mourn ! 
To thee I call, to thee I cry, 

leave me, leave me not to die ! 

1 strove against thee, Lord, I know, 

I spurn'd thy grace, I mock'd thy law ; 
The hour is past — ^the day's gone by, 
And I am left alone to die. 

pleasures past, what are ye now 
But thorns about my bleeding brow ! 
Spectres that hover round my brain, 
And aggravate and mock my pain. 
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For pleasure I have giyen my soul ; 
Now, Justice, let thy thunders roll ! 
Now Vengeance smile — and with a Mow, 
Lay the rebellious ingrate low. 

Tet, Jesus, Jesus ! there I'll ding, 
m crowd beneath his sheltering wing ; 
m clasp the cross, and holding there, 
Even me, oh bliss ! — ^his wrath may spare. 



MELODY. 

UMitt4 ta * Caneedoii of Selaetad tnd Oriciaal Sonii, p«blWM4 hf tte l«v. J. 

namptre, ofClarB HaU, Oudnidc*. ^ 

I. 

« ITes, once more that dymg strain, 

Anna, touch thy lute for me ; 
. Sweet, when Pity's tones complain. 
Doubly sweet is melody. 

U. 

While the Virtues thus enweare 

Mildly soft the thrilling song. 
Winter's long and lonesome eve 

Glides unfelt, unseen, along. 

in. 

r 

Thus when life hath stolen away. 
And the wintry night is near, ' 

Thus shall Virtues friendly ray 
•Age's closing evening cheer. 



SONG.— BY WALLER. 

* 

A lady of Cambridge lent Waller*! Poema to Beuy, and wten IM fatnmad tlMM to 
her, ihe diusovered an additional Stanza written by him at tlio bottom of tlM Sonf 
bora copied. 

Oo, lovely rose ! 
Tell her, that wastes her time on me, 
That now she knows, 
. 11* 
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When I reeem^le her to thee, 

How street and fair she seema tp be^ . 

Tell her that's young, 
And shuns to have her graces spied, 

That hadst thou sprung 
I;i deaarts where no mea aUde, 
Thott nust have unoommended died. 

Small is the worth 
Of beauty from the light retired ; 

Bid her come forth, 
Suffer herself to be desired. 
And not blush so to be admired. 

Then die, that she 
The common fate of all things rare 

May read in thee ; 
How small a part of time they share, 
That are so wondrous sweef and faijr. 

[Yet, though thou fade. 
From thy dead leaves Iqt fragrance rise ; 

And teach the Maid 
That Goodness Time's rude hand defies ; ^ 
That Virtue lives when Beauty dies.} 

H. K* White, 



« I 



'1 AM PtEASED, AND YET I'M SAD.' 

I. 

When twilight steals along the ground, 
And all the bells are ringing round. 

One, two, three, four, and five, 
I at my study-window sit. 
And, wrapp'd in many a musing fit, 

To bliss am all ahve. 

11. 

But th(^ugh impressions calm and sweet 
Thrill round my heart a holy heat, 



1 
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And I am inly glad, 
The tea^Ki^op stands in either eye, 
And yet I cannot tell thee why, 

I am pleased, and yet Pm sad. 

IIL 

The silvery rack that flies away 
Like mortal life or pleasure's ray. 

Does that disturb my breast ? 
Nay, what have I, a studious man. 
To do with life's unstable plan, 

Or pleasure's fading vest ? 

IV. 

Is it that here I must not stop, * 
But o'er yon blue hill's woody top 

Must bend my lonely way ? 
No, surely no ! for give but me 
My own nre-dde, and I shall be 
At home where'er I stray. 

V. 

Then is it that yon steeple there, 
With music sweet shall fill the air. 

When thou no more canst hear ? 
Oh, no ! oh, no ! for then forgiven 
I shall be with my God in Heaven, 

Released from every fear. 

IV. 

Then whence it is I cannot tell. 
But there is some mysterious spell 

TKlit holds me when I'm glad ; 
And so the tear-drop fills my eye. 
When yet in truth I know not why, 

Or wherefore I am sad. 



1ST 
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SOLITUDE. 

It is not that my lot is low, 
That bids this silent tear to flow ; 
It is not grief that bids me moan, 
It is that I am all alone. 

In woods and glens I love to roam, 
When the tired hedger hies him home ; 
Or by the woodland pool to rest, ^ 

When psde the star looks on its breast. 

Yet when the silent evening sighs. 
With hallow'd airs and symphonies, 
My spirit takes another tone. 
And sighs that it is all alone. 

The autumn leaf is sear and dead. 
It floats upon the water's bed ; 
I would not be a leaf, to die 
Without recording sorrow's sigh ! 

The wood? and winds, with sudden wail, 
Tell all the same unvaried tale ; 
I've none to smile when I am free. 
And when I sigh, to sigh with me. 

Yet in my dreams a form I view, 
That thinks on me, and loves me too ; 
I start, and when the Vision's flown, 
I weep that I am all alone. 



* r- 



If far from me the Fates remove 
Domestic peace, connubial love. 
The prattling ring, the social cheer, 
Afiection's voice, afiection's tear. 
Ye sterner powers, that bind the heart. 
To me your iron aid impart ! 
teach me, when the nights are chill, 
And my fire-side is lone and still ; 
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When to the blaze that crackles near, 
I turn a tired and pensive ear, 
And Nature conquering bids me sigh, 
For love's soft accents whispering nigh 

teach me, on that heavenly road, 
That leads to Truth's occult abode. 
To wrap my soul in dreams divine, 
Till earth and care no more be mine. 
Let bless'd Philosophy impart 

Her aoothing measures to my heart ; 
And while with Plato's ravish'd ears 

1 list the music of the spheres. 
Or on the mystic symbols pore. 
That hide the Chald's sublimer lore, 
I shall not brood on summers gone, 
Nor think that I am all alone. 



Fannt ! upon thy breast I may not lie ? 

Fanny ! thou dost not hear me when I speak ! 
Where art thou, love ? — Around I turn my eye, 

And as I turn, the tear is on my cheek. 
Was it a dream ? or did my love behold 

Indeed my lonely couch ? — Methought the breath 
Fann'd not her bloodless lip ; her eye was cold 

And hollow, and the livery of death 
Invested her pale forehead. — Sainted maid ! 

My thoughts oft rest with thee in thy cold grave, 

Through the ^ong wintry night, when wind and wave 
Rock the dark house where thy poor head is laid. 
Yet, hush ! my fond heart, hush ! there is a shore 

Of better promise ; and I know at last. 

When the long sabbath of the tomb is past, 
We two shall meet in Christ — tp part no more. 



I 



FRAOMEITTS. 






ThMe PngmeBti ara BeBry*! latest compoaltions ; and wen, ftnr the moft part, witim 
upon the back «f hte aaatheaiatieal paperii dorinc the few mooMiita of the laat yeat of 
hk life, in which he suffered bimaelf to follow the impulse of his genius. 



I. 

Saw'st thou that light ? exdaim'd the youth, and paused : 

Through yon dmrk Ifirs it glanced, and on the stream 

That skirts the woods it for a moment play'd. 

Again, more light it gleam'd, — or does some sprite 

Delude mine eyes with shapes of wood and streams, 

And lamp far-beaming through the thicket's gloom, 

As from 9ome bosom'd cabin, where the voice 

Of revelry, or .thrifty watchfulness. 

Keeps in the lights at thi§ unwonted hour ? 

No sprite deludes mine eyes, — ^the beam now glows 

With steady lustre.*— Can it be the moon. 

Who, hidden long by the invidious veil ^ 

That blots the Heavens, now sets behind the woods ? 

No moon to-night has look'd upon the sea 

Of clouds beneath her, answer'd Rudiger, 

She has been sleeping with Endymion.^ 






! . 



# n. 

The pious man, 
In, this bad world, when mists and couchant storms 
Hide Heaven's fine circlet, springs aloft in faitii 
Above the clouds that threat him, to the fields 
Of ether, where the day is never veil'd * 

With intervening vapors ; and looks down I 

Serene upon the troublous sea, that hides 
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The earth's fair breast, that sea whose nedier face 
To grovelling mortals frowns and darkness all ; 
But on whose billowy back, from man conceal'd, 
The glaring sunbeam plays. 



III. 



Lq ! on the eastern summit, clad in gray, 
Morn, like a horseman girt for travel, comes, 
And from his tower of mist, 
Night's watchman hurries down. 



IV. 



Thcae was a little bird upon that pile ; 

It perch'd upon a ruin'd pinnacle. 

And made sweet melody. 

The song was soft, yet cheerful, and most clear. 

For other note none swell'd the air but his. 

It seem'd as if the little chorister, 

Sole tenant of the melancholy pile, 

Were a lone hermit, outcast from his kind, 

Yet with^ cheerful. — I have heard the note 

Echoing so lonely o'er the aisle forlorn, 

^Much musing — 



■ v.* 

PALE art thou, my lamp, and faint 

Thy melancholy ray : * 
When the still night's unclouded saint 

Is walking on her way. 
Through my lattice leaf embower'd. 
Fair she sheds her shadowy beam, 
And o'er my silent sacred room, 
Cists a checker'd twilight gloom ^ 
I throw aside the learned sheet, 

1 cannot choose but gaze, she looks so mildly sweet. 
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Sftd Testal, why art thon so fair. 
Or why am I so frml ? 

Methinks thou lookest kindly on me. Moon, 

And cheerest my lone hours with sweet regards ! 
Surely like me thou'rt sad, but dost not speak 
Thy sadness to the cold unheeding crowd ; 
So mournfully composed, o'er yonder cloud 
Thou sliinest, like a cresset, beaming far 
From the rude watch-tower, o'er the Atlantic wave. 



VL 



GIVE me music — for my soul doth faint ; 

I'm sick of noise and care, and now mine ear 
Longs for some air of peace, some dying plaint. 

That may the spirit from its cell unsphere. 

Hark how it falls ! and now it steals along, 
Like distant bells upon the lake at eve, 

When all is still ; and now it grows more strong, 
As when the choral train their dirges weave. 

Mellow and many-voiced ; where every close, 

O'er the old minster roof, in echoing waves reflows. 

Oh ! I am rapt aloft. My spirit soars 
Beyond the skies, and leaves the stars behmd. 

Lo ! ans'els lead me to the happy shores. 
And floating peeans fill the buoyant Wind. 

Farewell ! base earth, farewell ! my soul is freed, 

Par from its clayey cell it springs, — 



VIL 
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Ah ! who can say, however fair his view^ 
Through what sad scenes his path may lie ? 
Ah ! who can give to others' woes his sigh. 

Secure his own will never need it too ? 
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Let thoughtless youth its seeming joys pursue, 
Soon will they learn to scan with, thoughtful eye 
The illusive past and dark futurity ; 

Soon will they know — 



VIII. 



And must thou go, and must we part ? 

Yes, Fate decrees, and I submit ; 
The pang that rends in twain my heart, 

Oh, Fanny, dost thou share in it ? 

Thy sex is fickle, — when away. 

Some happier youth may win thy-r- 



IX. 

SONNET. 

When I sit musing on the checker'd past, 
(A term much darken 'd with totimely woes,) 
My thoughts revert to her, for whom still flows 

The tear, though half disown'd ; — and binding fast 

Pride's stubborn cheat to my too yielding heart, 
,1 say to her she robb'd me of my rest, 
When that was all my wealth. — 'Tis true my breast 

Received from her this wearying, lingering smart, 

Yet, ah ! I cannot bid her form depart ; 

Though wrong'd, I love her — ^yet in anger love. 
For she was most unworthy. — Then 1 prove 

Vindictive joy ; and on my stern front gleams. 

Throned in dark clouds, inflexible * ♦ * 

The native pride of my much injured heart. 

12 



194 COMPLETE WORKS 



X, 



When high romance o'er every wood and stream 

Dark lustre shed, my infant mind to fire, 
Spell-struck, and fiU'd with many a wondering dream, 

First in tl^e groves I woke the pensive lyre, 
All there was mystery then, the gust that woke 

The midnij^ht echo with a spirit's dirge, 
And unseen fairies would the m6on invoke, 

To their light morris by the restless surge. 
Now to my sobered thought with life's false smiles. 

Too much * * 
The vagrant Fancy spreads no more her wiles. 
And dark forebodings now my bosom fill. 



XL 



Hush'd is the lyre — ^the hand that swept 
The low and pensive wires, 
Robb'd of its cunning, from the task retires. 

Yes — ^it is still — ^the lyre is still ; 

The spirit which its slumbers broke 

Hath pass'd away, — and that weak hand that woke , 
Its forest melodies hath lost its skill. 
Yet I would press you to my lips once more. 

Ye wild, ye withering flowers of poesy ; 
Yet would I drink the fragrance which ye pour, 

Mix'd with decaying odors : for to me 
Ye have beguiled the hours of infancy, 

As in the wood-paths of my native — 



XII. 



Once more, and yet once more, 

I give unto my harp a dark-woven lay ; 
I heard the waters roar, 



I 
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I heard the flood of ages pass away. 
thou, Btern spirit, who dost dwell 

In thine eternal cell, 
Noting, gray chronicler ! the silent years ; 

I saw thee rise, — I saw the scroll complete. 

Thou spakest, and at thy feet 
The universe gave way. 



TIME9 

A POEM. 



Tk\a Poem was benm either da^b^ tbe pnblifiaHoa of dUtoBOfofe, or ahoitly afterwards. 
Henry never laid aaide tl|e Intention of completing it, and fl<«ie of the detttcbed paitv 
wece among bia lateat produdtkona. 



Genius of musings, who, the midnight hour 

Wasting in woods or haunted forests wild. 

Dost watch Orion in his arctic tower. 

Thy dark eye fix'd as in some holy trance ; 

Or when the vollied lightnings cleave the air. 

And Ruin gaunt bestrides the winged storm, 

Sitt'st in some lonely watch-tower, where thy lamp, f 

Faint-blazing, strikes the fisher's eye from* far, 

And, *mid the howl of elements, unmoved 

Dost ponder on the awful scene, and trace 

Tfhe vast effect to its superior source,— 

Spirit, attend my lowly benison ! 

For now I strike to themes of import high 

The solitary lyre ; and, borne by thee 

Above this narrow cell, I celebrate 

The mysteries of Time I 

Him who, august. 
Was ere these worlds were fashioned, — ere the sun 
Spriing from the east, or Lucifer display'd 
His glowing cresset in tbe arch of morn. 
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Or Vesper gildijd tlietserener eve* 

Yea, He had been^Metermty I ' i 



Had swept unvarying from et^Wiity 1 

The harp of deffolatioft-«-erd his toneSy 

At Go<jHd4oinmafidy assumed a milder atrain, ^ 

And startled on his WatcH^to the va^t deep, 

Chaos' sluggish sentry^ and evoked 

From the dark void the smiling universe. 

Chain'd to the grovelling, irailtiea of the flesh, 

Mere mortal man, unpurged from earthly dross, 

Cannot survey, with fix'd and steady eye, 

The dim uncertain gulf, which now the muse, 

Adventurous, would explore ; — ^but dizzy grown. 

He topples down the aby.9^.— Jf he would scan 

The fearful chasm, and catch a transient glimpse 

Of its unfathomable depths, that so 

His mind may turn with double' joy to God, 

tti» only certainty and renting plax^e } 

He ititist put off awhile this Inbrtal Vest,.. 

And learn to follow, without gid.cUQCSS? 

To heights where all is vision, and surprise, 

And vague conjecture.-^He must waste by nighf 

The studious tttpei^, fUr frpni all fiesott ' ^ 

Of crowds andtfolly, in some still retreat' ; ', 

High on the beetling promontory's creslj \ 

Or in the cave& of the vast wilderness, 

Where, con^ss'd jpound with Nattii*e's wildest shapely 

He may be driven ^ te^ centre all his thotj^hts 

In th§ great Architect^ who lives Confess'd . * 

In rocks, £^d ^ea^y and dolitairjr >7f astes. 

So has divine Philosophy, with voice 
Mild as the murmurs of the moonlight wave, 
Tutor'd the heart of hin>, who now aiwakefe, 
Touching the (&otds of solemn minstrelsy, 
His faint, neglected song — ^intent to snatch 
Some vagrant blossont- from the dangerous Stfe6'p 
Of poesy, a bloom of such a hue, 
So sober, a& may not umeemly suit 
WithilVuth'« severer brow ; and one withal 
So hardy as shall brave the padding wind 
Of many winters,*— rearing its meek head 
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In loveliness, when he who gather'd it 

Is number'd with the generations gone. 

¥et not to me hath God's good providence 

Givfen studious leisure,* or unbroken thought, 

Such as he owns, — a meditative man, 

Who from the blush of mom to quiet eve 

Ponders, or turns the page of wisdom o'er, 

Par from the busy crowd's tumultuous din : 

From noise and wrangling far, and undisttirb'd 

With Mirth's unholy shouts. For me the day 

Hath duties which require the vigorous hand 

Of steadfast application, but which leave 

No deep improving trace upon the mind. 

But be the ,day another's ; — ^let it pass ! 

The night's my own — They cannot steal my night ! 

When evening lights her folding-star on high, 

I live and breathe, and in the sacred hours 

Of quiet and repose, my spirit flies. 

Free as the morning, o'er the realms of space, 

And mounts the skies, and imps her wing for Heaven. 

Hence do I love the sober-suited maid ; 
Hence, Night's my friend, my mistress, and my theme^ 
, And she shall aid me now to magnify 
The night of ages, — now when the pale ray 
Of star-light penetrates the studious' gloom, 
And, at my window seated, while mankind 
Are lock'd in sleep, I feel the freshening breeze 
Of stillness blow,^ while, in her saddest stole, 
Thought^ like a wakeful vestal at her shrine. 
Assumes her wonted sway. 

Behold the world 
Rests, and her tired inhabitants have paused 
From trouble and turmoil. The widow now 
Has ceased to weep, and her twin orphans lie 
Lock'd in each arm, partkkers of her rest. 
The man of sorrow has forgot his woes^ ; 
The outcast that his head is shelterless. 
His griefs unshared. — The mother tends no more 
Her daughter's dying slumbers, but, surprised 
With heaviness, and sunk upon her couch, 

« The avthoriVMtbMi In an attomejr*! office 
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Dreams of her bridals. Even the hectic, lull'd 

On Death's lean oxta to rest, in visiond wrapp'd, 

Crowning with Hope's bland wreath his shuddering nurse^ 

Poor victim ! smiles. — Silence and deep repose 

Reign o'er the nations ; and the warning. voice • 

Of Nature utters audibly within 

The general moral : — tells us that repose, 

Deathlike as this, but of far longer span, 

Is coming on us^ — that the Weary crowds, 

Who now enjoy a temporary calm, 

Shall soon iaste lasting quiet, wrapp'd around 

With grave-clothes : and their aching restless heads 

Mouldering in holes aftd corners unobserved. 

Till the last trump shall break their sullen sleep. 

Who needs a teacher to admonish him 

That flesh is grass, that earthly things'are mist ? 

What are our joys but dreams f and what our hopes 

But goodly shadows in the summer cloud ? 

There's not a wind that blows feut bears with it . 

Some rainbow promise : — Not a moment flies 

But puts its fickle in the fields of life, 

Atid'mt)wsit8 thousands, with their joys and cares. 

'Tis but as yesterday since on yon stars. 

Which now I view, the Chaldee Shepherd * gazed 

In his mid-watch observant, and disposed 

The twinkling hosts as fancy gave them shape* 

Yet in the interim what mighty shocks 

Have buffeted mankind — whole nations razed — 

Cities made desolate, — the polish'd sunk 

To barbarism, and once barbaric states 

Swaying the wand of science and of arts ; 

Illustrious deeds and memorable names 

Blotted from record, and upon the tongue 

Of gray Tradition, voluble no more. 

Where are the heroes of the ages past ? 

Where the brave chieftains, where the mighty ones 

Who ffourxsh'd in the infancy of days ? 

All to the grave gone down. On their fallen fame 

Exultant, mocking at the prid« of man, 

* AUading to the first astrbnomital observktions tnttde b^ the ChMdeoi shepherdi. 
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Sits grim Forgttfklness, — ^The warrior's arm 
Lies nerveless on the pillow of its shame ; 
Hush'd is his stormy voice, and quench'd the blaase 
Of his red eye-ball. — ^Yesterday his name 
Was mighty on the eatth — To day — ^*tis what- ? 
The meteor of the night of distant years, 
That flash'd unnoticed, save by wrinkled eld, 
Musing at midnight upon prophecies, 
Who at her lonely lattice saw the gleam 
Point to the mist-poised shroud, then quietly 
Closed her pale lips, and locked the secret up 
Safe in the charnel's treasures. 

how weak 
Is mortal man ! how trifling — how confined 
His scope of vision ! Puffed with confidence, 
His phrase grows big with in^imOrtality, 
And he, poor insect of a summer's day ! 
Dreams of eternal honors to his name ; 
Of endless glory and perennial bays. 
He idly reasons of eternity, 
As of the train of ages,-^when, alas ! 
Ten thousand thousand of his centuries 
Are, in comparison, a little point 
Too trivial for aceompt. — 0, it is strange, » . 
'Tis passing strange, to mark his fallacies ; 
Behold him proudly view some pompous pile, 
Whose high dome swfeUs to emulate the skies, 
And smile, and say, hiy name shall livie with this 
Till Time shall be no more ; while at his feet. 
Yea, at his very feet, the crumbling dust 
Of the fallen fabric of the other day 
Preaches the solemn lesson. — He skoM know 
That time must conquer ; that the loudest blast 
That ever filPd Renown's obstreperous trump 
Fadeif in the lapse of ages, and expires. • 

Who lies inhumed in the terrific gloom 
Of the gigantic pyramid ? ox who 
Rear'd its huge walls ? Oblivion laughs, and says, 
The prey is mine;. — Tihej ^eep, and never' mo'rej 
Their names shall strike upon the ear of man, 
Their memory bursts its fetters. 

\ITiere is Menu ? 
She lives but in the tale of other times ; 
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Her proud pavilions are the hermit's home. 
And her long colonnades, her public walks,- 
Now iaintly echo to the pilgrim's feet, ^ 
Who comes to muse in solitude, and trace, 
Through the rank moss rev^ai'd, her honor 'd dxiaU 
But not to Rome alone> has fate confined 
The doom pf ruin ; cities numberless, 
Tyre, Sidon, Carthage, Babylon, and Troy, 
And rich Phcsnicia — ^they are blotted out, 
half-razed from memory, and their very name 
And being in dispute.-^Has Athens fallen ? 
Is polish'd Greece become the savage seat 

Of ignorance and sloth ? and shall we dare 

# # # « 

#. * * * 

# * * * 

# # * # 

And empire seeks another hemieq[>here. 
Where now is Britain ? — Where her laureU'd names, 
Her palaces and halls ? Dash'd in the dust. 
Some secdnd Vandal hath reduced her pride. 
And with one big recoil hath thrown her back 

To primitive barbarity. ^Again, 

Through her depopulated vales, the scream 

Of bloody Superstition hollow rings, 

And the scared native to the tempest howls 

The yell of deprecation. O'er h^ marts, 

Her crowded ports, broods Silence ; and the cry 

Of the low curlew, and the pensive dash 

Of distant billows, breaks alone the void. 

Even as the savage sits upon the stone 

That marks where stood her capitals, and hears 

The bittern booming in the weeds, he. shrinks 

From the dismaying solitude. — Her bards 

Sing in a language that hath perished ; 

And their wild harps suspended o'er their graves, 

Sigh to the desert winds a dying strain. 

Meanwhile the Arts, in second infancy, 
Rise in some distant clime, and then, perchance, 
Some bold adventurer, fill'd with golden dreams, 
Steering his bark through trackless solitudes. 
Where, to his wandering thoughts, no daring prow 
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Hath ever pldogh^d before,*— espie» the diffl 

Of fallen Albion..^ — To the land unkaown 

He journeys joyful ; and perhaps descries 

Some vestige of hdr ancient stateliness : ;" 

Then he, with vain coii^ecture, filis his mind 

Of the unheard-^ race, which had arrived 

At science iti that sdlitary nook, . 

Far fn>m the dvil world ; and sagely sighs, 

And moralizes on the state of n^an* 

' ■ ' * * 

Still on its march, unnotifced and unfeit^ 

Moves on our being. We do live and breathe, 

And we are gOhe. The spoiler heeds us not. 

We have our spring-time and our rottenness ; 

And as we fall, another race succeeds^ :. . 

To perish likewise. — ^Meanwhite Nature smiles — 

The seasons run their round — ^The sun fcdfils 

His annual course— and Heaven and earth remmn 

Still changing, yet' unchanged — still doomed to feel 

Endless mutation in perpetual rest. - 

Where are concealed the days which hate elapsed I. 

Hid in the mighty ca^^em of lA^ paiU^ ' ' . 

They rise Updh us only to appal. 

By indistinct and hftlf^glimp^ed images, 

Misty, gigantic, huge, obscsure, remote* - > 

Oh, it is fedrftti, on the midnight couch, 

Wlien the rude rushing winds forget to mve. 

And the pale moon, that through the coseiQent high 

Surveys the sleepless muser, stamps the hour 

Of utter silence, it is fearful then 

To steer the mind, in deadly solitude, 

Up the vague stream of probability ; 

To wind the mighty secrets of the pcsst, . 

And turn the key of Time ?— Oh ! who can strive 

To comprehend the vast, the awful truth. 

Of the eternity that hath gone 6y, 

And not recoil from the dismaying sense 

Of human impotence ? The life of man 

Is summ'd in birth-days and in sepulchres c 

But the Eternal God had no beginning ; 

He hath no end. Time had been with him 

Por everlastings ere the deedal world 
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Rose from the gulf in lovelines8< — Like him 
It knew no source, like him 'twas uncreate. 
What is it then ? The past Eternity ! 
We comprehend a/trfwrc without end ; 
We feel it possible that even yon sun 
May roll for ever : but we shrink amazed — 
We stand aghast, when we reflect that Time 
Knew no commencement) — That heap age on age. 
And million upon millioui without end, 
And we shall never span the void of days 
That were, and are not but in retrospect. 
The Past is an unfathomable depth, 
Beyond the span of thought ; 'tis an elapse 
Which hath no mensuration, but hath been 
For ever and for ever. 

Change of days 
To us is sensible ; and each revolve 
Of the recording sun conducts us on 
Further in life, and nearer to our goal. 
Not so with Time, — ^mysterious chronicler, 
He knoweth not mutation ;— centuries 
Are to his being as a day, and days 
As centuries. — Time past, and Time to come, 
Are always equal ; when the world begaa 
God had existed from eternity. 

Now look on man 
Myriads of ages hence. — ^Hath time elapsed i 
Is he hot standing in the self-same place 
Where onoe we stood ? — The same eternity 
Hath gone before him, and is yet to come ; 
His past is not of longer span than ours, 
Though myriads of dges intervened ; 
For who can add to what has neither sum, 
Nor bound, nor source, nor estimate, nor end ! 
Oh, who can compass the Almighty mind ? 
Who can unlock the secrets of the High ? 
In speculations of an altitude 
Sublime as this, our reason stands confess'd 
Foolish, and insignificant, and^mean. 
Who can apply the futile argument 
Of finite beings to infinity ? 
He might as well compress the universe 
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Into the hollow compass of a gourd, 
Scoop'd out by human art ; or bid the whale 
Drink up the sea it swims in ! — ^Cao the less 
Contain the greater ? or the dark obscure 
Infold the* glories of meridian day ? 
What does Philosophy impart to man 
But undiscovered wonders ? — Let her soar 
Even to her proudest heights — ^to where she caught . 
The soul of Newton and of Socrates, 
She but extends the scope of wild amaze 
And admiration. All her lessons end 
In wider views of (Sod's unfathom'd depths. 

» 
Lo ! the iml^tter'd hind, who never knew 
To raise his^mind excursive to the heights 
Of abstract contemplation, as he sits 
On the green hillock by the hedge-row side, 
What time the insect swarms are murmuring, 
And marks, in silent thought, the broken clouds 
That fringe with loveliest hues the evening 8ky> 
Feels in his soul the hand of Nature rouse 
The thrill of gratitude, to him who form'd 
The goodly prospect ; he beholds the God 
Throned in the west, and his reposing ear 
Hears sounds angelic in the fitful breeze 
That floats^ through neighbouring copse or fairy brake^ 
Or lingers playful on the haunted stream. 
Go with the cotter to his winter fire. 
Where o'er the moors the loud blast whistles shrill, 
And the hoarse ban-dog bays the icy moon ; 
Mark with what awe he lists the wild uproar. 
Silent, and big with thought ; and hear him bless 
The God that rides on the tempestuous clouds 
For his snug hearth, and all his little joys : 
Hear him compare his happier lot with his 
Who bends his way across the wintry wolde, 
A poor night-tra.veiler, while the dismal snow 
Beats in his face, and,* dubious of his path. 
He stops, and thinks, in every lengthening blast, 
He hears some village-mastifPs distant howl, 
And sees, far-streaihing, some lone cottage light; 
Then'j undeceived, upturns his streaming eyes, 
And clasps his shivering hand$ ; or, overpower'd, 
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Sinks on the frozen ^roustdi weighed down with 9l9^p> 

From which' the hapless wretqh shall never wakie* 

Thus the poor rustic warms his h^art with praiso 

And glowing gratitude,-*-he turns to bless, 

With honest warmth, his Maker and his God ! 

And shall it e'er be said, that a poor hind, 

Nursed in the lap of Ignorance, and )>red 

In wai^t and labor, glows with nobler zeal . 

To laud his Maker's attributes, while h^ 

Whom starry Science in her cradle ropk'd^ 

And Castaly enchasten'd with its dews, 

Closes his eyes upon the holy word, , 

And, blind to all but arrogance and pride, 

Dares to declare his infidelityi 

And openly contemn the Xiord of Hosts ? 

What is philosophy, if ;it impair^ 

Irreverence for the Deity, or teach 

A mortal man to set his judgment up 

Against his Maker's will f — ^The Polygar, 

Who kneels to sun or moon, compared with him 

Who thus pervevts ihe talents he enjoys, 

Is the most bless'd of men ! — Oh ! I would walk 

A weary journey, to the furthest, verge 

Of the big world, to kiss that good man's hand. 

Who, in the blaze of wisdom and of art, 

Preserves a lowly mind ; and to his God, 

Feeling the sense of his own littleness, 

Is as a child in meek simplicity ! 

What is the pomp of learning ? the parade 

Of letters and of tongues ? Even as the mipts 

Of the gray morn before the rising sun, 

That pass away and perish. 

Earthly things 
Are but the transient pageants of an hour ; 
And earthly pride is like the passing flower. 
That springs to fall, and blossoms but to die. 
Tis as the tower erected on a cloud. 
Baseless and silly as the school-boy's dream. 
Ages and epochs that destroy our pride. 
And then record its downfall, what are they 
But the poor creatures of man's teeming brain ? 
Hath Heaven its ages ? or doth Heaven preserve 
Its started eras ? Doth the Omnipotept 
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Hear of to-morrows 6f of yasterdaya ? 
There is to God nor future nor a past ; 
Throned'in his mi^t, all times to him are present ;. 
He hath no lapse, no past, no time to c<Mne ; 
He sees before him one eternal now. 
Time moveth not !-^ur being 'tis that moves : 
And we, swift gliding down Inez's rapid stream, 
Dream of swift ages and revolving years, 
Ordain'd to chronicle our passing days ; 
So the young sailor in the gallant bark, 
Scudding before the wind, beholds the coast 
Receding from his eyes, and thinks the while, 
Struck with amaze, that he is motionless. 
And that the land is sailing. 

Such, alas! 
Are the illusions of this Proteus life ; 
All, all is false : through every phasis still 
'Tis shadowy and deceitful. It assumes 
The semblances of things and specious shapes , ^ 
But the lost traveller might as soon rely 
On the evasive spirit of the marsh,. 
Whose lantern beams, and vaoiishes, and flits, 
O'er bog, and rock, aiidpit, smd hollow w«y, 
As we on its' appearances. 

On earth> 
There is nor certainty nor stable hope. 
As well the weary mariner^ whose bark \ 

Is toss'd beyond Cimmerian Bosphorus, 
Where Storm and Darkness hold their drear domain, 
And sunbeams never penetrate, might trust 
To expectation of serener skies. 
And linger in the very jaws of death, 
Because some peevidb cloud were t)pening. 
Or the loud storm had bated in its rage ; 
As we look forward in this vale of tears 
To permanent delight — from some slight glimpse 
Of shadowy unsubstantial happiness. 

The good man's hope is laid iar, far beyond 
The sway of tempests, or the furious sweep 
Of mortal desolation. — He beholds, 
Unapprehensive, the gigantic stride 
Of rampant Ruin, or the unstable waves 
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Of dark Vicissitude.— Even in death) 

In that dread hour, when with a giant pang, 

Tearing the tender fibres of the heart, 

The immortal spirit struggles to be free, 

Then, even then, that hope forsakes him not, 

For it exists beyond the narrow verge 

Of the cold sepulchre. — ^The petty joys 

Of fleeting life indignantly it spum'd, 

And rested on the bosom of its God. 

This is man's only reasonable hope ; 

And 'tis a hope which, cherish 'd in the breast. 

Shall not be disappointed. — Even he. 

The Holy One — ^Almighty — ^who elanced 

The rolling world along its airy way, 

Even He will deign to smile upon the good, 

And welcome him to these celestial seats, 

Where joy and gladness hold their changeless reign. 

Thou, proud man, look upon yon starry vault. 

Survey the countless gems which richly stud, 

,The Night's imperial chariot ; — ^Telescopes 

Will show thee myriads more innumerous 

Than the sea sand ; — each of those little lamps 

Is the great source of light, the central sun 

Round which some other mighty sisterhood 

Of planets travel, every planet stock'd 

With living beings impotent as thee. 

Now, proud man t now, where is thy greatness fled f 

What art thou in the scale of universe ? 

Less, less than nothing ! — Yet of thee the Gtod 

Who built this wondrous frame of worlds is carefvl. 

As well as of the mendicant who begs 

The leavings of thy table. And shalt thou 

Lift up thy thankless spirit, and contemn 

His heavenly providence ! Deluded fool. 

Even now the thunderbolt is wing'd with death. 

Even now thou totterest on the brink of hell. 

How insignificant is mortal man, 
Bound to the hasty pinions of an hour ; 
How poor, how trivial in the vast conceit 
Of infinite duration, boundless space ! 
Grod of the universe ! Almighty one ! 
Thou who dost walk upon the winged winds, 
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Or with the it(»rm thy rugged charioteer. 

Swift and impetuous- as the northern blasti 

Ridest from pole to pole ; Thou who dost hold 

The forked lightnings in thine awful grasp, 

And reinest in th^ earthquake, when thy wrath 

Goes down towards erring man, I would address 

To Thee my parting psean ; for of Thee, 

Oreat hecfond comprehension, who thyself 

Art Time and Space, sublime Infinitude, 

Of Thee has been my song — With awe I kneel 

Trembling before the footstool of thy state, 

My (Sod ! my Father ! — I will sing to Thee 

A hymn of laud, a solemn canticle, 

Ere on the cypress wreath, which overshades 

The throne of Death, I hang my mournful lyre. 

And give its wild strings to the desert gale. 

Rise, Son of Salem ! rise, and join the strain, 

Sweep to accordant tones thy tuneful harp. 

And leaving vain Iament$, arouse thy soul 

To exultation* • Sing hosanna, sing, . 

And hallelujah, for the Lord is great 

And fuU of m^rcy ! He has thought of man ; 

Yea, ^compass'd round with countless worlds, has thought 

Of we poor worms, that batten in the dews 

Of mo^n, and perish ere the noon-day sun. 

Sing to the Lord, for he is merciful ; 

He gave the Nubian lio^ but to live. 

To rage its hour, and perish ; but on man 

He lavished immortality, and Heaven. 

The eagle falls from her aerial tower, 

And mingles witii irrevocable dust : 

But man from death springs joyful, 

Springs up to life and to eternity. 

Oh, that, insensate ^f the favoring boon. 

The great exclusive privilege bestow'd 

On us unworthy trifles, men should dare 

To treat with slight regard the proffer'd Heaven, 

And urge the lenient, but All-Just, to swear 

In wrath, * They shall not enter in my rest.* 

Might I address tlie supplicative strain 

To thy high footstool, I would pray that thou 

Wouldst pity the deluded wanderers. 

And fold them, ere they perish, in thy flock. 
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Yea, I would bid thee pity them, through Him, 
Thy well-beloved, Who, upon the eross, 
Bled a dead sacrifice foir human sin. 
And paid, with bitter a^ny, the debt 
Of primitive transgression. 

Oh ! I flhriok, 
My very soul doth shrink, when I reflect 
That the time hastens, when in vengeance dotlji^, * • 
Thou shalt come down to stamp the seal of fate 
On erring mortal man. Thy chariot wheels 
Then shall rebound to earth's remotest caves, • • 

And stormy Ocean from his bed shall start .1 

At the appalling summons. Oh ! how dread . ^ '* 

On the dark eye of miserable man. 
Chasing his eins in secrecy and gloom, * J 

Will burst the efTalgence of the opening Heaven ; '»«»/ 
When to the brazen trumpet's deafening roar, 
Thou and thy dazzling cohorts shall descend, ' r - 

Proclaiming tlie fulfilment of the word ! i J / 

The dead shaU start astonish 'd frrml their sleep!' * '^ 
The sepulchres shall groan and yield their ptey^ ' 
The bellowing floods shall disembogue their charge* 
0^buma^ victims. — Prom the farthest nook * 

Of the wide world shall troop their risen souls, • . ^ 
From him whose bones are bleaching in the wastr • • 
Of polar solitudes, or him whose corpse, » 
Whelm'd in the loud Atlantic's vexed tides, 
Is wash'd on some Carribean prominence. 
To the lone tenant of some secret cell ' « 

In the Pacific's vast ♦ * * * realm. 
Where never plummet ^s sound was heard to^part • ' ' 
The wilderness of water ; they shall come 
To greet the solemn advent of the Judge. • • • 

Thou first shalt summon the elected saints, . «♦ * 

To their apportion'd Heaven ! and thy Son, - 
At thy right hand, shall smile with conscious jdy « » 
On all his past distresses, when for them 
He bore humanity's severest pangs. "' 

Then shalt thou seize the avenging ci^eter,- •' »•* 

And, with a roar as loud and horrible ^' ' » 

As the stern earthquake's monitory voice, '«' 

The wicked shall be driven to their abode, 
Down the immitigable gtdf, to wail 
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And gnash their teeth in endless agony. 

« « * * • 

Rear thou aloft thy standard. — Spirit, rear ^ 
Thy flag on high ! — Invincible, and throned 
In unparticipated might. Behold 
Earth's ptoudest boasts, beneath thy silent sway, 
Sweep headlong to destruction, thou the while, 
Unmoved and heedless, thou dost hear the rush 
Of mighty generations, as they pass 
To the broad gulf of ruin, and dost stamp 
Thy signet on them, and they rise no more. 
Who shall contend with Time — ^unvanquish'd Time, 
The conqueror of conquerors, and lord 
Of desolation ? — Lo ! the shadows fly, 
The hours and days, and years and centuries, 
They fly, they fly, and nations rise and fall. 
The young are old, the old are in their graves. 
Heard'st thou that shout ? It rent the vaulted skies ; 
It was the voice of people, — ^mighty crowds, — 
Again ! His hush'd — Time speaks, and all is hush'd ; 
In the vast multitude now reigns alone 
Unruflfed solitude. They all are still ; 
. All — yea, the whole — ^the incalculable mass, \ 

Still as the ground that clasps their cold remains. 

Rear thou aloft thy standard. — Spirit, rear 
Thy flag on high ! and glory in thy strength. 
. But do thou know the season yet shall come. 
When from its base thine adamantine throne 
Shall tumble ; when thine arm shall cease to strike. 
Thy voice forget its petrifying power ; 
When saints shall shout, and Time shall be no more. 
Yea, he doth come — the mighty champion comes, 
Whose potent spear shall give thee thy death-wound, 
Shall crush the conqueror of conquerors, 
And desolate stern Desolation's lord. 
Lo ! where he cometh ! the Messiah comes ! 
The King ! the Comforter ! the Christ ! — He comes 
To burst the bonds of death, and overturn 
The power of Time. — Hark ! the trumpet's blast 
Rings o'er the heavens ! They rise, the myriads rise — 
Even from their graves they spring, and burst the chains 
Of torpor^ — He has ransom'd them, * * * 

13* 
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Forgotten generations live again, 
Assume the bodily shapes they own'd of old, 
Beyond the flood : — the righteous of their times 
Embrace and weep, they weep the tears of joy- 
The sainted mother wakes, and in her lap 
Clasps her dear babe, the partner of her grave, 
And 'heritor with her of Heaven, — a flower 
Wash'd by the blood of Jesus from the stain 
Of native guilt, even in its early bud. 
And, hark ! those strains, how solemnly serene 
They fall, .as from 'the skies — at distance fall-— 
Again more loud — The hallelujah's swell ; 
The newly-risen catch the joyful sound ; 
They glow, they burn ; and now with one aecord 
Bursts forth sublime from every mouth the song 
Of praise to Gk)d on high, and to the Lamb 
Who bled for mortals. 



Yet there is peace for man. — ^Yea, there is peace 

Even in this noisy, this unsettled scene ; 

When from the crowd, and from the city far, 

Haply he may be set / in his late walk 

Overtaken with deep tnought) beneath the boughs 

Of honey-suckle, when the sun is gone. 

And with fix'd eye, and wistful, he surveys 

The solemn shadows of the Heavens sail, 

And thinks the season yet shall come, when Time 

Will waft him to repose, to deep repose. 

Far from the unquietness of life — from noise 

And tumult far — ^beyond the flying clouds, 

Beyond the stars, and all this passing scene. 

Where change shall cease, and Time shall be no more. 
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CHILDHOOD: 

A POEM. 



TUH appean to be <me of the Aotbor'i eariiert ptoiaiffkmMi Wfittcii whtm ilom iht 
N age of 14. 



PART I. 

Pictured in memory's mellowing glass how sweet 

Our infant days, our infant joys to greet ; 

To roam in fancy in each cherish'd scene, 

The village church-yard, and the village-green, 

The woodland walk remote, the greenwood glade, 5 

The mossy seat beneath the hawthorn's. shade, 

The white-wash^d cottage, where the woodbine grew, 

And all the favorite haunts our childhood knew ! 

How sweet, while all the evil shuns the ga2^> 

To view th' unclouded skies of former days ! 10 

Beloved age of innocence and smiles, 

When each wing'd hour some new delight beguiles. 

When the gay heart, to life's sweet day-spring true, 

Still finds some insect pleasure to piursue. 

Bless'd Childhood, hail ! — Thee simply will I sing, 1 5 

And from myself the artless picture bring ; 

These long-lost scenes to me the past restore, 

Each humble friend, each fUasure now no more. 

And every stump familiar to my sight 

Recalls some fond idea of delight. 20 

This shrubby knoll was once my favorite seat ; 
Here did I love at evening to retreat. 
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And muse aloae, till in the vault of night, 

Hesper, aspiring, show'd his golden light. 

Here once again, remote from human noise, 25 

I sit me down to think of former joys ; 

Pause on each scene, each treasured scene, once more*. 

And once again each infant walk explore. 

While as each grove and lawn I recognise, 

My melted soul suffuses in my eyes. SO 

And oh ! thou Power, whose myriad trains resort 

To distant scenes, and picture them to thought ; 

Whose mirror, held unto the mourner's eye, 

Flings to his soul a borrow'd gleam of joy ; 

Bless'd memory, guide, with finger nicely true, 35 

Back to my youth my retrospective view ; 

Recall with faithful vigor to my mind, 

Each face familiar, each relation kind ; 

And all the finer traits of them afford, 

Who^e general outline in my heart is stored. 40 

* • • 

In yonder cot, along whose mouldering walls> 

In many a fold the mantling wpodbine falls* 

The village matron kept her little school, 

Gentle of heart, yet knowing well to rule ; 

Staid was the dame, and modest was her mien ; 45 

Her garb was coarse, yet whole, and nicely clean : 

Her neatly border'd cap, as lily fair. 

Beneath her chin was pinn'd with decent care ; 

And pendent ruffles, of the whitest lawn. 

Of ancient make, her elbows did adorn. 60 

Paint with old age, and dim were grown her eyes, 

A pair of spectacles their want supplies ; 

These does she guard secure in leathern case, 

From thoughtless wights, in some unweeted place. 

Here first I entered, though with toil and pain, 55 

The low vestibule of learning's fane ; 
Enter'd with pain, yet soon I found the way. 
Though sometimes toilsome, many a sweet display. 
Much did I grieve, on that ill-fated morn, . 
While I was first to school reluctant borne : 60 

Severe I thought the dame, though oft she tryM 
To soothe my swelling spirits when I sigh'd ; 
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And oft, when hBrshly she reproved, I wefM;, ' 

To my lone corner broken-hearted crept, 

And thought of tender home, where anger ni^er kept. 65! 

But soon inured to alphabetic toils, 

Alert I met the dame with jociund smiles ; 

First at the form, my task forever true, 

A little favorite rapidly I grew : * 

And oft she stroked my head with fond delight> 70 

Held me a pattern to the dunce's sight ; 

And as she gave my diligence its praise, 

Talk'd of the honors of my future days. 

Ob I had the venerable matron thought 

Of all the ills by talent often brought ; 75 

Could she have seen me when revolving years 

Had brought me deeper in the vale of tears, 

Then had she wept, and wished my wayward fate 

Had been a lowlier, an unle(tter'd state; 

Wish 'd that, remote from worldly woes and strife, 80 

Unknown, unheard,. I; might have pass'd through lilb. 

Where, in the busy scene, by peace unfalesa'd, \ 

Shall the poor wanderer find a place of rest i 

A fonely mariner on the stormy main. 

Without a hope, the calms of peace to gain ; 85 

Long toss'd by tempest o'er the world's wide shore^ 

When shall his spirit rest to toil no more ? 

Not till the light foam of the sea shall lave 

The sandy surface of his unwept graye. 

Childhood, to thee I turn, from life's alatlnsLy 99 

Serenest season of perpetusd oalms, — 

Turn with delrght, and 'bid the pl^sions-'ceiise) 

And joy to think with thee I tasted pedoe. 

Sweet reign of innocence when no crime defiles, 

But each new object brings attendant smiiefi ; 9$ 

When future evils never haimt the sight, 

But all is pregnant with unmir'd delight ; 

To thee I turn*, from riot and from noise, 

Turn to partake of more congenial joys. 

'Neath yonder elm, that stands upon the moor, 100 

When the clock spoke the hour of labor o'er. 
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What clamorous throngs, what happy groups were seen, 

In various postures scatt'ring o'er the green ! 

Some shoot the marble, others join the chase 

Of self-made stag, or run the emulous race ; 106 

While others, seated on the dappled grass, 

With doleful tales the light-wing'd minutes pass. 

Well I remember how, with gesture starch'd, 

A band of soldiers, oft with pride we march 'd ; 

For banners, to a tall ash we did bind 110 

Our handkerchiefs, flapping to the whistling wind ; 

And for our warlike arms we sought the mead, 

And guns and spears we made of brittle reed ; 

Then, in uncouth array, our feats to crown, 

We storm'd some ruin'd pig-sty for a town. 115 

Pleased with our gay disports, the dame was wont 

To set her wheel hefore the cottage front, 

And o*er her spectacles would often peer, 

To view our gambols, and our boyish geer. 

Still as she look'd, her wheel kept turning round, 120 

With its beloved monotony of sound. 

When tired with play, we'd set us by her side 

(For out of school she never knew to chide) — 

And wonder at her skill — ^well known to fame — 

For who could match in spinning with the dame ? 126 

Her sheets, her linen, which she showed with pride 

To strangers, still her thriftness testified ; 

Though we poor wights did wonder much in troth, , 

How 'twas her spinning manufactured cloth. 

Oft would we leave, though well-beloved, our play, ISOf 

To chat at home the vacant hour away. 

Many's the time I've scamper'd down the glade, 

To ask the promised ditty from the maid. 

Which well she loved, as well she knew to sing, 

While we around her form'd a little ring : 1S6 

She told of innocence foredoom'd to bleed, 

Of wicked guardians bent on bloody deed. 

Or little children murder'd as they slept ; 

While at each pause we wrung our hands and wept. 

Sad was such tale, and wonder much did we, 140 

Such hearts of stone there in the world, could be. 

Poor simple wights, ah ! little did we ween 
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The ills that wait on man in life's sad scene ! 
Ah, little thought that we ourselves should know, 
This world 's a world of weeping and of wo ! 145 

^Beloved moment ! then twas first I caught 

The first foundation of romantic thought ; 

Then first I shed bold Fancy's thrilling tear, 

Then first that poesy charm 'd mine infant ear. 

Soon stored with much of legendary lore, 160 

The sports of Childhood charm 'd my soul no more. 

Far from the scene of gayety and noise, 

Far, far from turbulent and empty joys, 

;I hied me to the thick o'er-arching shade, 

And there, on mossy carpet, listless laid, 155 

While at my feet the rippling runnel ran, 

The days of wild romance antique I'd scan ; 

Soar on the wiugs of fancy through the air. 

To realms of light, and pierce the radiance there. 159 



PART n. 

Theee are, who think that childhood does not share 
With age the cup, the bitter cup of care : 
Alas ! they know not this unhappy truth. 
That every age, and rank, is born to ruth. 

Prom the first dawn of reason in the nfiind, 5 

Man is foredoom'd the thorns of grief to find ; 
At every step has farther cause to know. 
The draught of pleasure still is dash'd with wo. 

Yet in the youthful breast forever caught 

With some new object for romantic thought j 10 

The impression of the moment quickly flies. 

And with the morrow every sorrow dies. 

How different manhood ! — then does Thought's control 

Sink every pang still deeper in the soul ; 

Then keen Affliction's sad unceasing smart 15 
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Becomes a painful r^ideat id the heart ; 

And Care, whom not the gayest can outbrave, 

Pursues its feeble victim to the grave. " 

Then, as each long-known friend is summoned hence, 

We feel a void no joy can recompensei 20 

And as we weep o'er every new-made tomb, 

Wish that ourselves the next may meet our doom. 

•Y^s, Childhood, thee no rankling woes pursue. 
No forms of future ill sdlute thy view, 
'No pangs repentant bid thee wake to weep, 25 

But halcyon peace protects thy downy sleep, 
And sanguine Hope, through every storm of life, 
Shoots her bright beams, and calms the internal strife. 
Yett even round childhood's heart, a thoughtless shrine, 
Affection's little thread will ever twine ; 30 

And though but frail may seem each tender tie, 
The soul foregoes them but with many a sigh. 
Thus," -wheh the long-expected moment came. 
When forced to leave the gentle-hearted dame. 
Reluctant thfcobbings rose within my breast, 36 

And a still tear my silent grief express'd 
When to the public school compelle<i to go. 
What novel scenes did on my senses flow ! 
There in each breast each active power dilates, 
Whidi broils whole nations, and convulses states ; 40 
There reigns by turns alternate, love and hate, 
Ambition burns, and factious rebels prate ; 
And in a smaller range, a smaller sphere. 
The dark deformities of man appear. 
Yet there the gentler virtues kindred claim, 45 

There Friendship lights her pure untainted flame. 
There mild Benevolence delights to dwell, 
And sweet Contentment rests without her cell ; 
And there, 'mid many a stormy soul, we find 
The good of heart, the intelligent of mind. 50 

'Twas there, 0, Gteorge ! with thee I learn'd to join 

In Friendship's bands — in amity divine. 

Oh, mournful thought ! — Where is thy spirit now ? 

As. here I sit on favorite Logar's brow, 

And trace below each well-remember'd glade, 65 

Where arm in arm, erewhile with thee I stray'd. 
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Where art thou laid — on what untrodden shore. 

Where nought is heard save ocean's sullen roar, 

Dost thou in lowly, unlamented state. 

At last repose from all the storms of fate ? 60 

Methinks I see thee struggling with the wave, 

Without one aiding hand stretch'd out to save ; 

See thee convulsed, thy looks to heaven bend. 

And send thy parting sigh unto thy friend ; 

Or where immeasurable wilds dismay, 65 

Forlorn and sad thou bend'st thy weary way, 

While sorrow and disease with anguish rife^ 

Consume apace the ebbing springs of life. 

Again I see his door against thee shut, 

The unfeeling native turn thee from his hut ; 70 

I see thee spent with toil and worn with grief. 

Sit on the grass, and wish the long'd relief ; 

Then lie thee down, the stormy struggle o'er. 

Think on thy native land — and rise no more ! 

Oh ! that thou couldst, from thine august aljode, 75 

Survey thy friend in life's dismaying road. 

That thou couldst see him at this moment here. 

Embalm thy memory with a pious tear, 

And hover o'er him as he gazes round, 

Where all the scenes of inmnt joys surround. 80 

Yes ! yes ! his spirit's near ! — The whii^pering breeze 
Conveys his voice sad sighing on the trees ; 
And lo ! his form transparent I perceive. 
Borne on the gray mist of the sullen eve : 
He hovers near, clad in the night's dim robe, 85 

While deathly silence reigns upon the globe. 
Yet ah ! whence comes this visionary scene ? 
'Tis Fancy's wild aerial dream I ween ; 
By her inspired, when reason takes its flight. 
What fond illusions beam upon the sight ! 90 

She waves her hand, ^nd lo ! what forms appear ! 
What magic sounds salute the wondering ear ! 
Once more o'er distant regions do we tread, 
And the cold grave yields up its cherish 'd dead ; 
While present sorrow 's banish 'd far away, 96 

Unclouded azure gilds the placid day, 

14 
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Or in the future's cloud-encircled face, 

Fair scenes of bliss to come we fondly trace, 

And draw minutely every little wile, ' " 

Which shall the feathery hours of time beguile. 100 

So when forlorn, and lonesome at her gate, 

The Royal Mary solitary sat, 

And view'd the moon-beam trembling on the wave^ 

And heard the hollow surge her prison lave. 

Towards France's distant coast she bent her sight, 106 

For there her soul had wing'd its longing flight ; 

There did she form full many a scheme of joy, 

Visions of bliss unclouded with alloy, 

Which bright through Hope's deceitful optics beam'd, 

And all became the surety which it seem'd ; 110 

She wept, yet felt, while all within was calm, 

In every tear a melancholy charm. 

To yonder hill, whose sides, deform'd and steep, 

Just yield a scanty sust'nance to the sheep, 

With thee, my friend, I oftentimes have sped, 115 

To see the sun rise from his healthy bed ; 

To watch the aspect of the summer mom, 

Smiling upon the golden fields of com, 

And taste delighted of superior joys. 

Beheld through Sympathy's enchanted eyes : 120 

With sitent admiration oft we view'd 

The myriad hues o'er heaven's blue concave strew'd ; 

The fleecy clouds, of every tint and shade, 

Round which the silvery sunbeam fflancing play'd, 

And the round orb its^f, in azure throne, 1S5 

Just peeping o'er the blue hill's ridgy zone ; 

We mark'd delighted, how with aspect gay, 

Reviving Nature, hail'd returning day ; 

Mark'd how the flowerets rear'd their drooping heads, 

And the wild lambkins bounded o'er the mea(b, 180 

While from each tree, in tones of sweet delight, 

The birds sung pa3ans to the source of light : 

Oft have we watch 'd the specHed lark arise, 

Leave his grass bed, and soar to kindred skies, 

And rise, and rise, till the pain'd sight no more 135 

Could trace him in his high aerial toulr ; 
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Though on the ear, at intervals, his song 
Came wafted slow the wavy breeze along ; 
And we have thought how happy were our lot, 
Bliss'd with some sweet, some solitary cot, 140 

Where, from the peep of day, till russet eve 
Began in every dell her forms to weave. 
We might pursue our sports from day to day, 
And in each other's arms wear life away « 

At sultry noon too, when our toils were done, 146 

We to the gloomy glen were wont to run ; 

There on the turf we lay, while at our feet 

The cooling rivulet rippled softly sweet : 

And mused on holy theme, and ancient lore. 

Of deeds, and days, and heroes now no more ; 160 

Heard, as his solemn harp Isaiah swept. 

Sung wo unto the wicked land — and wept ; 

Or, fancy-led — saw Jeremiah mourn 

Jn solemn sorrow o'er Judea's urn. 

Then to another shore perhaps would rove, 166 

With Plato talk in his Dyssian grove ; 

Or, wandering where the Thespian palace rose, 

Weep once again o'er fair Jocasta's woes. 

Sweet then to us was that romantic band. 

The ancient legends of our native land — 160 

Chivalric Britomart, and Una fair, 

And courteous Constance, doom'd to dark despair, 

By turns our thoughts engaged ; and oft we talk'd^ 

Of times when monarch superstition stalk'd ; 

And when the blood-fraught galliots of Rome 166 

Brought the grand Druid fabric to its doom : 

While, where the wood-hung Meinai's waters flow, 

The hoary harpers pour'd the strain of wo. 

I 

While thus employ'd, to us how sad the bell 

Which summon'd us to school ! 'Twas Fancy's knell, ITO 

And, sadly sounding on the sullen ear. 

It spoke of study pale, and chilling fear. 

Yet even then,( for oh ! what chains can bind. 

What powers control, the energies of mind !) 

Even then we soar'd to many a height sublime, 1T6 

And many a day-dream charm'd the lazy time.. 
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At evening too, how pleasing was oiir walk, 

£ndear'd by Friendship's unrestrained talk^ 

When to the upland heights we bent our way, 

To view the last beam of departing day ; 180 

How calm was all around ! no playftd breeze 

Sigh'd 'mid the wavy foliage of the trees. 

But all was still, save when, with drowsy song, 

The gray-fly wound his sulleii horn along ; 

And save when, heard in soft, yet merry glee, . 

The distant church-bells' mellow harmony ; 186 

The silver mirror of the lucid brook. 

That 'mid the tufted broom its still course took ; 

The rugged arch, fhat clasp'd its silent tides, 

With moss and rank weeds hanging down its sides : 1 90 

The craggy rock, that jutted on the sight ; 

The shrieking bat, that took its heavy flight ; 

All, all was pregnant with divine delight. 

We loved to watch the swallow swimming high. 

In the bright assure of the vaulted sky ; 195 

Or gsize upon tide clouds, whose color'd pride 

Was scatter'd thinly o'er the welkin wide, 

And tinged with such, variety of shade, 

To the charm 'd soul sublime&t thoughts couvey'd* 

In these what forms romantic did we trace, JOO 

While Fancy led us o'er the realms of space ! 

Now we espied the Thunderer in his car. 

Leading the embattled seraphim to war. 

Then stately towers descried, sublimely high. 

In Gothic grandeur frowning on the sky — 20& 

Or saw, wide stretching o'er the azure height, 

A ridge of glaciers in mural white. 

Hugely terrific. — But those times are o'er. 

And the fond scene can charm mine eyes no more ; 

For thou art gone, and I am left below, SIO 

Alone to struggle through this world of wo. 

The scene is o'er — still seasons onward roll. 

And each revolve conducts me toward the goal ; 

Yet all is blank, without one soft relief, 

One endless continuity of grief ; 215 

And the tired soul, now led to thoughts sublime, 

Looks but for rest beyond the bounds of time. 
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Toil on, toil on, ye busy crowds, that pant 

For hoards of wealth which ye will nevei? wiUlt : 

4^d, lost to all but gain, with ease r^sigti Md 

The calms of peace and happiness divined ! 

Par other cares be mine — Men little crave 

In this short journey to the silent grave ; 

And the poor peasant, bless'd with peace and health, 

I envy more than Croesus with his wealth. 2S5 

Tet grieve not I, that Fate did not decree 

Paternal acres to await on me ; 

She gave me more, she placed within my breast 

A heart with little pleased— with little biess'd : 

I look around me, where, on every side, 230 

Extensive manors spread in wealthy pfide i 

And could my sight be borne to either zone, 

I should not find one foot of land my own. 

But whither do I wander ? shall the muse, 

For golden baits, her simple theme refuse ? 235 

Oh, no ! but while the weary spirit greets 

The fading scenes of childhood's far-gone sweets, 

It catches all the infantas wandering tongue, 

And prattles on in desultory song. 

That song must close — the gloomv mists of night 240 

Obscure the pale stars' visionary light. 

And ebon darkness, clad in vapory wet. 

Steals on the welkin in primeval jet. 

/ The song must close. — Once more my adverse lot 
Leads me reluctant from this cherish 'd spot : 245 

Again compels to plunge in busy life. 
And brave the hateful turbulence of strife. 

Scenes of my youth — ete my unwilling feet 
Are turn'd forever from this loved retreai, 
Ere on these fields, with plenty cover'd o*er, 260 

My eyes are closed to ope on them no .more. 
Let me ejaculate, to feeling due, 
One long, one last afiectionate adieu. 
, Grant that, if ever Providence should please 
To give me an old age of peace and ease, 255 

Grant that, in these sequestered shades, my days 

14* 
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May wear away in gradual decays ; 

And oh ! ye spirits, who unbodied play, 

Unseen upon the pinions of the day, 

Kind genii of my native fields benign, 260 

Who were * * * * 



FRAGMENT 
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£CCEirTRIC DRAMA5 

WRITTEN AT A VERY EARjuV AGE. 



THE DANCE OF THE CONSUMPTIVES. 

1. 

Ding-dong ! ding-donff ! 
Merry, merry, go the bells. 

Ding-dong! ding-dong! 
Over the heath, over the moor, and over the dal^, 

* Swinging slow with sullen roar,' 
Dance, dance away the jocund roundelay ! 
Ding-dong, ding-dong, calls us away. 

2. 

Round the oak, and round the elm, 

Merrily foot it o'er the ground ! 
The sentry ghost it stands aloof, 
So merrily, merrily foot it round. 
Ding-dong ! ding-dong ! 
Merry, merry go the bells 
Swelling in the nightly gale, 
The sentry ghost. 
It keeps its post. 
And soon, and soon our sports must fail : 
But let us trip the nightly ground. 
While the merry, merry bells ring round* 
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3. 

Hark ! hark ! the death-watch ticks ! 
See, see, the winding-sheet I 

Our dance is done, 

Our race is run, 
And we must he at the alder's feet ! 

Ding-dong, ding-dong, 

Merry, merry go the bells, 
Swinging o'er the weltering wave ! 

And we must seek 

Our death-beds bleak, ..• 
Where the green sod grows upon the grave. 

iThey vaniali — ^The GodAea of Coniniiiptioii detoendf , habited in a iky-UM Robt, 
attended by modniiul Music] 

Come, Melancholy, sister mine. 

Cold the dews, and chill the night I 
Come from thy dreary shrine ! 

The wan moon climbs the heavenly height, 

And underneath the sickly ray, 

Troops of squalid spectres play, 

And the dying mortals' groan 

Startles the night on her dusky throne. 

Come^) come, sister mine ! 

Gliding on the pale moon-shine : 
•We'll ride at ease. 
On the tainted breeze, 

And oh ! our sport will be divine. 

[The Goddess of Melancholy advances ont of a deep Gleo in the rear» habited in 
Black, and coTered with a thick VeU. — She speaks.] 

Sister from my dark abode, 

Where nests the raven, sits the toad, 

Hither I come, at thy command : 

Sister, sister, join thy hand ! 

Sister, sister, join thy hand ! 

I will smooth the way for thee, 

Thou shalt furnish food for me. 

Come, let us speed our way 

Where the troops of spectres play ; 

To charnel-houses, church-yards drear, 
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Where Death sits with a horrible leer, 
A lasting grin, on a throne of bones, 
And skim along the bine tomb-stones. 

Come, let us speed away, 
Lay our snares, and spread our tether ! 
I will smooth the way for thee, 
Thou Shalt furnish food for me ; 
And the grass shall wave 
O'er many a grave, 
Where youth and beauty sleep together. 

Come, let us speed our way ! 
Join Our hands, and spread our tether ! 
I will furnish food for thee. 
Thou shalt smooth the way for me ; 
And the grass shall wave 
O'er many a grave. 
Where youth and beauty sleep together* 

ft 

ICXUlNCtfOLT. 

Hist, sister, hist ! who comes here ? 
Oh ! I know her by that tear, 
By that blue eye's languid glare, 
By her skin, and by. her hair : 

She is mine. 

And she is thine, 
Now the deadliest draught prepare. 

CONSUMPTION. 

In the dismal night air dress'd, 
I will creep into her breast : 
Flush her cheek, and bleach her skin, 
And feed on the vital fire within. 
Lover, do not trust her eyes, — 
When they sparkle most, she dies ! 
Mother, do not trust her breath, — 
Comfort she will breathe in death ! 
Father, do not strive to save her, — 
She is mine, and I must have her ! 
The coffin must be her bridal bed ; 
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The winding-sheet must wrap her head ; 
The whispering winds must o'er her sighi 
For soon in the grave the maid must lie. 

The worm it will riot 

On heavenly diet, 
When death has deflour'd her eye. 

[Wbile CovsvHPTiov ipeaks, Aiiexx.ivA enten.] , 

ANGELINA. 

With* what a silent and dejected pace 

Dost thou, wan Moon ! upon thy way advance 

In the blue welkin's vault ! — Pale wanderer ! 

Hast thou too felt the pangs of hopeless love, 

That thus, with such a melancholy grace, 

Thou dost pursue thy solitary course ? 

Has thy Endymion, smooth-faced boy, forsook 

Thy widow'd breast— on which the spoiler oft 

Has nestled fondly, while the silver clouds 

Fantastic pillow'd thee, and the dim night, 

Obsequious to thy will, encurtain'd round 

With its thick fringe thy couch ? — ^Wan traveller, 

How like thy fate to mine ! — ^Yet I have still 

One heavenly hope remaining, which thou lack^st ; 

My woes will soon be buried in the grave 

Of kind forgetfulness : — my journey here. 

Though it be darksome, joyless, and forlorn. 

Is yet but short, and soon my weary feet 

Wai greet the peaceful inn of lasting rest. 

But thou, unhappy Queen ! art doom'd to trace 

Thy lonely walk in the drear realms of night. 

While many a lagging age shall sweep beneaUi * 

The leaden pinions of unshaken time ; 

Though not a hope shall spread its glittering hue 

To cheat thy steps along the weary way. 

O that the sum of human happiness 
Should be so trifling, and so frail withal, 

* Whh how sad steps, O Moon ! tboo cUmb*st the ikiflt. 
How nlently and with how wan a face ! 

Sim P Mdm^ 
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That when posseBs'd, it is but lessen'd grief; 

And even then there's scarce a sudden gust 

That blows acaross the dismal waste of life, 

But bears it from the view. — Oh ! who would shun 

The hour that cuts from earth, and fear to press 

The calm and peaceful pillows of the grave, 

And yet endure the various ills of life, 

And dark vicissitudes ! — Soon, I hope, I feel, 

And am assured, that I shall lay my head. 

My weary aching head, on its last rest. 

And on my lowly bed the grass-green sod 

Will flourish sweetly. — And then they will weep 

That one so young, and what they're pleased to call 

So beautiful, should die so soon — ^And tell 

How painful Disappointment's canker'd fang 

Wither'd the rose upon my maiden cheek. 

Oh, foolish ones ! why, I shall sleep so sweetly, 

Laid in my darksome grave, that they themselves 

Might' envy me my rest 1 — And as for them. 

Who, on the. score of former intimacy, 

May thus remembrance me — ^they must themselves 

Successive fall. 

Around the winter fire 
( When out-a-doors the biting frost conceals. 
And shrill the skater's irons on the pool 
Ring loud, as by the moonlight he performs 
His ^aceful evolutions ) they not long * 
Shall fiiH and chat of older times, and feats 
Of early youth, but silent, one by one. 
Shall drop into their shrouds. — Some, in their age. 
Ripe for the sickle ; others young, like me. 
And falling green beneath th' untimely stroke. 
Thus, in short time, in the church-yard forlorn^ 
Where I shall lie, my friends will lay them down, 
And dwell with me, a happy family. 
And oh ! thou cruel, yet beloved youth. 
Who now hast left me hopeless here to mourn. 
Do thou but shed one tear upon my corse. 
And say that I was gentle, and deserved 
A better lover, and I shall forgive 
All, all thy wrongs ; — and then do thou forget 
The hapless Margaret, and be as bless'd 
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As wish can make tiiee — Langfa, and play, and sing, 
With thy dear choice, and never think of me. 

Yet hist, I hear a step. — ^In this dark wood — 



TO A FRIEND. 



Written at a very early age. 



I've read, my friend, of Dioclesian, 

And many other noble Grecianp 

Who wealth and palaces resigned, 

In cots the joys of peace to find ; 

Maximian's meal of turnip-tops, 

(Disgusting food to dainty chops,) 

I've also read of, without wonder ; 

But such a curs'd egregious blunder, 

As that a man of wit and sense. 

Should leave his books to hoard up pence>—- 

Forsake the loved Aonian maids. 

For all the petty tricks of trades, 

I never, either now, or long since. 

Have heard of such a piece of nonsense * 

That one who learning's joys hath felt, 

And at the Muse's altar knelt, 

Should leave a life of sacred leisure. 

To taste the accumulating pleasure ; 

And, metamorphosed to an alley duck, 

Grovel in loads of kindred muck. 

Oh ! 'tis beyond my comprehension ! 

A courtier throwing up his pension, — 

A lawyer working without a fee, — 

A parson giving charity, — 

A truly pious methodist preacher, — 

Are not, egad, so out of nature. 

Had nature made thee half a fool, 

But given thee wit to keep a school, 

I had not stared at thy backsliding : 

But when thy wit I can confide in, 
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When well I know thy just pretence 
To solid and exalted sense ; 
When well I know that on thy head 
Philosophy her lights hath. shed, 
I stand aghast ! thy virtues sum too, 
And wonder what this world will come to ! 

Tet, whence this strain ? shall I repine 
That thou alone dost singly shine ? 
Shall I lament that thou alone, 
Of men of parts, hast prudence known ? 



LINES 

ON BEADING THE POEMS OF WARTON. 

Age foarteen. 

Oh, Warton ! to thy soothing shell, 
Stretch'd remote in hermit celj. 
Where the brook runs babbling by. 
Forever I could listening lie ; ' 

And, catching all the Muse's fire. 
Hold converse with the tuneful quire. 

What pleasing themes thy pmge adorn. 
The ruddy streaks of cheerful mom. 
The pastoral pipe, the ode sublime. 
And Melancholy's mournful chime ! 
Each with un\^onted graces shines 
In thy ever-lovely lines. 

Thy Muse deserves the lasting meed ; 
Attuning sweet the Doriah reed. 
Now the love-lorn swain complains, 
And sings his sorrows to the plains ; 
Now the Sylvan scenes appear 
Through all the changes of the year ; 
Or the elegiac stram 
Softly sings of mental pain, 
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And mournftil diapasons sail 
On the faintly-dying gale. 

, But, ah ! the soothing scene is o'er ! 

On middle flight we cease to soar. 
For now the Muse assumes a bolder sweep. 
Striked on the lyric strinsr her sorrows deep, 

In strains unheard before. 
Now, now the rising fire thrills high, , 
Now, now to heaven's high realms we fly. 

And every throne explore ; 
The soul entranced, on mighty wings. 
With all the poet's heat, upsprings. 

And loses earthly woes ; 
Till all alarm'd at the giddy height, 
The Muse descends on gentler flight. 

And lulls the wearied soul to soft repose. 



TO THE MUSE. 



Written at the age of fourteen. 



I 

Ill-pate D maid, in whose unhappy train 
Chill poverty and misery are seen. 

Anguish and discontent, the unhappy bane 
Of life, and blackener of each brighter scene. 

Why to thy votaries dost thou give to feel 
So keenly all the scorns — ^the jeers of life ? 
Why not endow them to endure the strife 

With apathy's invulnerable steel. 

Of self-content and ease, each torturing, wound to heal ? 

II. * 

■* 

Ah ! who would taste your self-deluding joys, 
That lure the unwary to a wretched doom. 

That bid fair views and flattering hopes arise. 
Then hurl them headlong to a lasting tomb ? 

What is the charm which leads thy victims on 
15 
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To persevere in paths that lead to wo ? 

What can induce them in that rout to go^ 
In which innumerous before have gone. 
And died ift inisery, poor and woebegone* 

in. 

Yet can iMk wh«t charms in thee are fiiuAd ; 
I, who have drank from thine etiiereal rfli. 

And tasted all ik% pleasures &at abound 
Upon ParoasiCrS' k/v^ed Aonian bill ? ^ 

I, through whose soul the Muses' strains aj^e thrill ! 
Oh ! I do feel tlve spell with whieh I'm tied ; 

And though our aaaals fearfid stories tdl^ 
How Savage languish'd, aad how Otwa^r diodi 
Yet must I persevere, let whate'er will betide^ 



TO LOTE. 



I. 



Why should I blush to own I love ? . 
Tis Love that rules the realms above. 
Why should I blush to say to all, ' 
That Virtue holds my heart in thrall ? 

II. 

Why should I seek the thickest shade, 
Lest Love's dear secret be betray'd ? 
Why the stern brow deceitful move, 
When I am languishing with love f 

4 

m 

Is it weakness thus to dwell 
On passion that I dare not tell } 
Such weakness I would ever prove ! 
pris painful, though 'tis sweet, to love. 
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THE WANDBRINQ SOT- 

A SONG. 
I. 

When the winter wind whistles along the wild modr, . 
And tht eottager shuts on the beggar his door ; 
When the chiSing tear stands in my comfortless eye, 
Oh, how hard is the lot of the Wandering Boy \ 

The winter is cold, and I have no rest. 
And my heart it is cold as it beats in my breast ; 
No father, no mother, no kindred have I, . 
For I am a parentless Wandering Boy. 

III. 

Tet I had a home, and I once had a sire, 
A mother who granted each infant desire ; 
Our cottage it stood in a wood-embower *d vale, 
Where the ring-dove would warble its sorrowful tale. , 

IV. 

But my father and mother were summon'd away^ 
And they left m^ to hard-hearted strangers a prey \ 
I fled from their rigor with many a sigh, ' 
And now Pm a poor little Wandering Boy. 

.V. 

The wind it is keen, and the snow loads the gale, 
And no one will list to my innocent tale ; 
I'll go to the grave where my parents both lie, 
And death shall befriend the poor Wandering Boy. 



FRAGMENT. 
-The western gale, 



Mild as the kisses of connubial love. 

Plays round my languid limbs, as all dissolved, 
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Beneath the ancient elm's fantastic shade 
I lie, exhausted with the noontide heat i 
W^iile 'rippling o'er his deep- worn pebble bed, 
The rapid rivulet rushes at my feet, 
Dispensing coolness. — On the fringed mar^e 
Full many a floweret rears its head, — or pink, . 
Or igaudy daffodil.- — 'Tis. here, at noon. 
The buskin 'd wood-nymphs from. the heat retire^ . 
And lave thena in the fountain ; here secure 
From Pan, or .savage satyr, they disport • 
Or stretch'd supinely on the velvet turf, 
LuU'd by the laden bee, or sultry fly. 
Invoke the Grod of sluijiber. * * * 



And, hark ! how merrily, from distant tower, 
Ring round the villiage bells ! now on the gale 
They rise with gradual swell, distinct and loud ; 
Anon they die upon the pensive ear, 
Melting in faintest music. — They bespeak . , 
A day of Jubilee, and oft they bear, 
Commix'd along the unfrequented shore. 
The sound of village dance and tabor loud, 
Startling the musing ear of Solitude. 

Such is the jocund wake of Whitsuntide* 
When happy Superstition, gabbling eld ! 
Holds her unhurtful gambols. — All the day 
The rustic revellers ply the mazy dance 
On the smooth-shaven green, and then at eve 
Commence the harmless rites and auguries ; 
And many a tale of ancient days goes round. 
They tell of wizard ^eer, whose potent spells 
Could hold in dreadful thrall the laboring moon, 
Or draw the fix'd stars from their eminence. 
And still the midnight tempest. — Then anon 
Tell of uncharnell'd spectres, seen to glide 
Along the lone wood's unfrequented path. 
Startling the 'nighted traveller ; while the sound 
Of undistinguish'd murmurs, heard to come 
From the dark centre of the deep'ning glen> 
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I Struck on his frozen ear. 
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Oh, I^ndJvnM ! 
Thoa art fairn man's 1>e8t friend ! With thee hcvflpeeda 
In frigid apathy along his way, 
And never does the tc^r of agony ^ 
Bum down his soorching cheek ; or the keen steel 
Of wounded feeling penetrate his breast. 

Even now, as leaning on this fragrant bank^ 

I taste of all the keener happiness 

Which sense refined affords— Even aow, my heart 

Would fain induce me to forsake the world, 

Throw off these garments, and in shepherd's weeds. 

With a small flock, and short suspended reed, 

To sojourn in the woodland. — Then my thought 

Draws such gay pictures of ideal blks, 

That I could almost err, in reason's spite. 

And trespass on my judgment. 

Such is life : 
The distant |Mrospeet idways seems more fair, 
And when attained, anotl^er still succeeds, 
Far fairer than before, — ^yet compass'd round 
With the same dangers, and the same dismay. 
And we poor pilgrims in this dreary maze, 
Still discontented, chase the fairy form 
Of unsubstantial Happiness, to find, 
When life itself ia sinking in the strife, 
^is but an airy bubble and a cheat. 



ODE, 

WRITTEN ON WmT-HONDAT. 

Hark ! how the merry bells ring jocund round, 
And now they die upon the veering breeze ; 

Anon they thunder loud 

Full on the musing ear. 

Wafted in varying cadence, by the shore 
Of the still twinkling river, they bespeak 

16* 
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With frantic energy. 

Tis wan Despair I sing ; if «ng I can 

Of him before whose blast the voice of Song, 

And Mirth, and Hope, and Happiness all fly, 

Nor ever dare return. His notes are heard 

At noon of night, where on the coast of blood. 

The laccorated son of Angola 

Howls forth his sufferings to the moaning wind ; 

And, when the awful silence of the night 

Strikes the chill death-dew to the murderer's heart, 

He speaks in every conscience-prompted word 

Half utter'd, half suppress'd — 

'Tis him I sing — Despair — ^terrific name, 

Striking unsteadily the tremulous chord 

Of timorous terror — discord in the sound : 

For to a theme revolting as is this. 

Dare not I woo the maids of harmony, 

Who love to sit and catch the soothing sound 

Of lyre ^olian, or the martial bugle, 

Calling the hero to the field of glory, 

And firing him with deeds of high emprise. 

And warlike triumph : but from scenes like mine 

Shrink they affrighted, and detest the bard 

Who dares to sound the hollow tones of horror. 

Hence, then, soft maids. 
And woo the silken zephyr in the bowers 
By Heliconia's sleep-inviting stream : 
For aid like yours I seek not ; 'tis for powers 
Of darker hue to inspire a verse like mine ! 
'Tis work for wizards,, sorcerers, and fiends ! 

Hither, ye furious imps of Acheron, 
Nurslings of hell, and beings shunning light. 
And all the myriads of the burning concave ; 
Souls of the damned ; — Hither, oh ! come and join 
The infernal chorus. 'Tis Despair I sing ! 
He, whose sole tooth inflicts a deadlier pang 
Than all your tortures join'd. Sing, sing Despair ! 
Repeat the sound, and celebrate his power ; 
Unite shouts, screams, and agonising shrieks. 
Till the loud pesan ring through hell's high vault, 
And the remotest spirits of the deep 
Leap from the lake, and join the dreadful song. ^ 
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TO THE WIND, - 

AT MIDNIGHT. 

Not unfamiliar to mine ear, 

Blasts of the night ! ye howl as now 

My shuddering casement loud 
With fitful force ye beat. 

Mine ear has dwelt in silent awe, 
The howling sweep, the sudden rush ; 

And when the passii;ig gale 

Pour'd deep the hollow dirge. 



THE EVE OF DEATH. 

nULEOULAB. 
I. 

Silence of death — ^portentous calm, , 

Those airy forms that yonder fly, 
Denote that your void fore-runs a storm. 

That the hour of fate is nigh. 
I see, I see, on the dim mist borne, 

The Spirit of battles rear his crest ! 
I see, I see, that ere the morn. 

His spear will forsake its hated rest. 
And the widow'd wife of Larrendill will beat her naked 
breast. / 

n. 

O'er the smooth bosom of the sullen deep, . 

No softly niffling zephyrs fly ; 
But Nature sleeps a deathless sleep, 

For the hour of battle is nigh. 
Not a loose leaf waves on the dusky oak. 

But a creeping stillness reigns around ; 
Except when the raven, with ominous croak, r-r 

On th^ ear does unwelcomely sound. 



/' 



178 COMPLETE WORKS 

I know, I know what this silence means ; 

I know what the raven saith — 
Strike, oh, ye bards ! the melancholy harp, 

For this is the eve of death. 

m. 

Behold, how along the twilight air 

The shades of our fathers glide ! 
There Morven fled, with the blood-drenoh'd hair, 

And Colma with gray side. 
No gale around its coolness flings, 

Tet sadly sigh the gloomy trees ; 
And, hark ! how the harp's unvisited strings 

Sound sweet, as if swept by a whispering breeze ! 
'Tis done ! the sun he has set in blood ! 

He will never set more to the brave ; 
Let us pour to the hero the dirge of death— ^ 

F<Nr to-morrow he hies to the grave. 



THANATaS. 

Oh !, who would cherish life. 
And cling unto this heavy clog of day, 

Love this rude world of strife, 
Where glooms and tempests cloud the fairest day ; 
And where, 'neath outward smiles, 
Conceal'd, tlie snake lies feeding on its prey, 
Where pit-falls lie in every flowery way^ 

And sirens lure the wanderer to their wiles \ 
Hateful it is to me. 
Its riQtous railings and revengeful strife ; 

I'm tired with all its screams and brutal shouts 
Dinning the ear ;'— away — away with life ! 

And welcome, oh ! thou silent maid. 

Who in some foggy vault art laid. 

Where never day-light's dazzling ray 

Comes to disturb thy dismal sway ; 

And there amid unwholesome damps dost sleep. 

In such forgetful slumbers deep, 

That all thy senses stupified, 
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Are to marble petrified. * * 

Sleepy 6eath, I welcome thee ! 

Sweet are thy calms to misery. 

Poppies I Will ask no more, ^ 

Nor the fatal hellebore ; 

Death is the best, the only core, 

His are slumbers ev^ sure. 

Lay me in the Gothic tomb, 

In whose solemn fretted gloom 

I may lie in motddering state, 

With all the grandeur of the great : 

Over me, magnificent, 

Carve a" stately monument : 

Then thereon my statue lay. 

With hands in attitude to pray, 

And angels serve to hold my head, 

Wefeping o'er the father dead. 

Duly too at close of day, 

Let the pealing organ play ; 

And while the harmonious thunders roll, 

Chant a vesper to my soul : 

Thus how sweet toy sleep will be, 

Shut out from thoughtful misery ! 



ATHANATOS. 

Away with Death — away 
With all her sluggish sleeps and chilling damps, 

Impervious to the day, 
Where Nature sinks Into inanity. 
How can the soul desire 
Such hateful nothingness to crave, 
And. yield with joy the vital fire, 
To moulder in the grave ! 

Yet mortal life is sad. 
Eternal storms molest its sullen sky ; 

And sorrows ever rife 
Drain the sacred fountain dry — 
Away with mortal hfe ! 
But, hail the calm reality,^ 
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The seraph Immortality ! 

Hail the Heavenly bowers of peace ! 

Where all the storms of passion cease. 

Wild Life's dismaying struggle o'er, 

The wearied spirit weeps, no more ; 

But wears the eternal smile of joy, 

Tasting bliss without alloy. 

Welcome, welcome, happy bowers. 

Where no passing tempest lowers ; 

But the azure heavens display .^ ' 

The everlasting smile of day ; . 

Where the choral seraph choir, 

Strike to praise the harmonious lyre ; 

And the spirit sinks to ease, 

Lull'd by distant ^mphonies. 

Oh ! to think of meeting there 

The friends whose graves received our tear. 

The daughter loved, the wife adored. 

To our widow 'd arms restored ; 

And afl the joys which death did sever, 

Given to us again forever ! 

Who would cling to wretched life. 

And hug the poison 'd thorn of strife ; 

Who would not long from earth to fly, 

A sluggish, senseless lump to lie, 

When the gloriohs prospect lies 

Full before his raptured eyes ? 



MUSIC. 



Written between the Ages of Fourteen and Fifteen, witb a few nibieqQent Terbal 

Alterations. 

Music, all powerful o'er the human mind. 
Can still each mental storm, each tumult calm. 

Soothe anxious Care on sleepless couch reclined. 
And e'en fierce Anger's furious rage disarm. 

At her command the various passions lie ; 

S'he stirs to battle, or she lulls to peace ; 
Melts the charm 'd soul to thrilling ecstasy,' 

And bids the jarring world's harsh clangour cease. 
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Her martial sounds can fainting troops inspire 
With strength unwonted, HVd enthusiasm raise ; 

Infuse new ardor, and with youthful fire 
Urge on the warrior gray with length of days% 

Far better she when with her soothing lyre 
She charms the falchion from the savage grasp, 

And melting into pity vengeful Ire, 
Looses the bloody breast-pli^te's iron clasp. 

With her in pensive mood I long to roam, 
At midnight's hour, or evening's calm decline. 

And thoughtful o'er the falling streamlet's foam. 
In calm Seclusion's hermit-walks recline. 

Whilst mellolv sounds from distant copse arise, 
Of softest flute or reeds harmonic join'd, 

With rapture thrill'd each worldly passion dies. 
And pleased Attention claims the passive mind» 

Soft through the dell the dying strtiins retire, 
Then burst majestic' in the varied swell ; 

Now breathe melodi<ms' as the Qre<3ian lyre, 
Or on the ear in sinking cadence dwell. 

Romantic sounds ! such is the bli^s ye give, 
That heaven's bright scenes seem bursting on the 

/ soul, 

With joy I'd yield each sensual wish, to live 
Forever 'neath your undefiled control. 

Oh ! surely melody from heaven was sent, 
To cheer the soul when tired with human strife, 

To soothe the wayward heart by sorrow rent, 
And soften down the rugged road of Ufe. 

16 . 
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-€um rait imbriferam vet : 



Spleaa' Jua camvli enat mewli t|ib«n«H,'«t llnif 

Irnmenta ta vindi stipula laoentia turgent : . 



Moon of Hurvest, herald mild 

Of plenty, rtistio labor's child. 

Hail ! oh hail ! I greet thy beaoi, 

As soft it trembles o'er the stream, 

And gilds the stratr-thatch'd hamlet wiite, . ' 

Where loaocenoe and Peace reside ; 

'Tis thou thiat gkid'i^ with joy the rustio thnong, ; 

Promptest the tripping dance, th' ezhilaratiqg song. 

Moon of Honrest, I do love 

O'er the upkmds now to rove, 

While thy modest ray serene g 

Gilds the wide isurroimding scene ; 

And to watch thee riding high 

In the bine vault of the sky. 
Where no thin vapor intercepts thy ray,, . 
But in unclouded majesty thou walkest on thy way. 

Pleasing 'tis,^ oh ! modest Moen ! 
Now the Night is at her noon, 
'Neath thy sway to musing lie. 
While around the zephyrs sigh, 
Fanning soft the suurtann'd wheats 
Ripen'd by the sumisier's heat ; 
Picturing all the rustic's joy 
When boundless plenty greets his eye, 

And thinking soon. 

Oh, modest Moon ! 
How many a female eye will roam 

Along the road, 

To see the load. 
The last dear load of harvest-home. 



/ 
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Storms and tempests, floods and rains, 

Stem despoilers of tba idains, 

Hence away, the season flee, 

Foes to light-heart jrflity : 

May no winds careering high^ 

Drive the clouds along the sky. 
Bat may all nature smile with aspect boon, 
When in the heavens thou show'st thy face, oh. Har- 
vest Moon! 

'Neath Jron lowly roof he lies, 
The husbandmnn, with slee^pHsealM eyes ; 
He dreams of crowded bams, atid round 
The yard, he hears the flafl resound ; 
Oh ! may no- Hurricane destroy 
^ His visionary views of joy ! . 
God of the Winch ! oh, hear his humble prayer. 
And whUe the momi of hei^est shines, thy blistering 
whirlwind^pare. 

Sons of luxury-, to you 

Leave I Sleep's dull power tb woo : 

Press ye stjill the downy bed, 

While fererifididfeams^ surround your head ; 

I will seek the woodl^d glade. 

Penetrate the thickest* shade, 

Wrapp'd iit'^^«i^e^i^lat$dii^fi[ dreiuras. 

Musing high on h6fy tAMmes, 

While on the gale 

Shall soft^^til 
The nightmgale's endhaiitidg tune, 

Ano^flrmj^eyes- 

ShflSi gra««(ttl "rise 
To thee, the modest Harvest Moon ! 
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I. 

Softly, softly blow, ye breeEesy** . ' .r 
Gently o'er my Edwy fly ! » 

Lo ! he slumbers,' slumbers sweetly i ;;f. 
Softly, sephyrs, pass him by ! ., j 

, My love is asleep. 

He lies by the deep, ^ \ \ , ! 
All along where (he salt waves sigh* 

II. 

Ihaye.covep'd.him.withnmhe^i .. 

Water-flags, and branches dry, . ^ .; ./ 
Edwy, long have been thy slumbers ; 
Edwy, £dwy, ope thine eye ! 
My love is asleep, , . > 

He lies by the deep, ... 
All along where the salt wav^ s|g}u 

Still he jB^ei^e ; he will not walqeq>; 

Fastly closed, is his eye ; * *. ' 
Paler is his cheek, and (duller^ . ... 
Than the icy moon on ihighf 
Ali^ I. he is dead, 
He has chose his death-bed 
All along where the salt wavei^ sigh* 



J 1 
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IV. 

Is it, is it so, my Edwy ? 

Will thy slumbers never fly ? 
Couldst thou think I would survive thee ? 
No, my love, thou bid'st me die. 
Thou bid'st me seek 
Thy death-bed bleak 
All along where the salt waves sigh. 



^f 



V. 

< 

I will gently kiss thj oold lips^ 

On thy breast ML lay my head. 
And the winds shall sing our death-dirge. 
And our 0hrcpn4 tiie waters^pread ; 
The inooa will snile sweet, 
And tke wild wave will beatt 
Oh ! so sofidgrote cnor hmely bocU 



XQB ^flOPWEfiCKBD aOUTAaY'S 30NG 
TO THE NIQHT. 

Thou, spirit of the spangled night t 
I woo thee ffbm'the watch-tower high, ' 
Where thou dost sit to guide the 'bark 
Of lonely mariner* 

The winds are whistling o'er the wolds, 
The distant main is moaning low '; 
Come, let us sit and weave a song- 
. ^A melancholy song ! 

Sweet is' the Rented gale of iiiom', ' 
And sweet the noontide's fervid beam, '' 
But sweeter far the solemn cfelhi, 

That marks thy moumfd} reign. 

IVe pass*(l here many a loilely year. 
And never humaA voice have'neard ; 
I've pass'd here many a lonely year 
A solitary man. 

And I have linger^ in the shade, 
Prom sultry noon's hot beam ; and I 
Have knelt before my wicker door, 
To sing my evening song, 
16* 
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And I have haii'd the.grajr morn high, 
On the blue mountain^ misty brow» 
And tried to taii^ my little reid \ 

To'hyniiiBof.kaintuniy* /.i 

' * '• O ' ' ' ' . ' . ♦ . 

* I 

But ne'Tor eouldl tune inyirmd) If 
At morn,' or noon^ m ere, «o awect^ 
As whe^npon the ooean flhcsni . c.'^ 
Ihail^d*thy«tar»*btemiiiikL ' 

The day-spring brings not joy to me, 
The moon it whispers not of peace ; 
But oh ! when darkness robes the heavens, 
My woesi are mix^d widi j<qR: 

And then I talk, and often think 
ASrial vi^ices- answer me ; ' 
And oh ! 1 am not then alone — t 

A solitary man. 

And when the blustering winter winds 
Howl in the woods that olothe my cave, 
I lay me m my lonely mat, 

^ And pleasant are my dreams. 

And Fancy gives me back my wife ; 
And Fancy gives me back my child ^ 
She gives me back mv little home, 
And all its placid joys. 

Then hateful is the morning hour, 
That calls jne from the dream of bliss, 
To find myself still lone, and hear 

The same dull sounds again. 

The deep-toned winds, the moaning sea. 
The whispering of the boding trees, . 
The brook's eternal flow, and oft 

The Condor's hollow scream. 
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Sweet to the gay of heart b Sinnmeff'0 smile, 

Sweet the wild musio of the laughing Spring ; 
But ah ! my soul far other aeenes beguile^ . 

Where glo^uay/storms their sullea shadows fling. 
Is it for me to strike the Idalian string — 

Raise the soft mnaio of the warbling wire, 
While in my ears the howls of finfies ring 

And melancholy wastes the vital fibre ? 
Away with thoughts like these- — To some lone cave 

Where howls the shrill blast, and where sweeps the 
wave, 
Direct my steps ; there, in the lonely drear, 

ril sit remote from worldly noise, and muse 

Till through my soul shall Peaoe her balm infuse, 
And whisper sounds of comfort in mine ear* 



THE CHRISTIAD, 

A DIVINE PO£M. 



BOOK I. 

< 

I. 

I siNo^the Cross ! — ^Te white-robed angel choirs, 
Who know the chords of harmony to sweep, 

Ye who o'er holy David's varying w;ire8 
Were wont, of old, your hovering watch to keep^ 
Oh, now descend ! and with your harpings deep. 

Pouring sublime the full symphonious stream. 
Of music, such as soothes the saint^s last sleep 

Awake my slumbering spirit from its dream, 
And teach me how to exalt the high mysterious theme. 

II. 

Mourn ! Salem, mourn ! low lies thine humbled state, 
Thy glittering fanes are levell'd with the ground ! - 



Fallen is thy pride ! — Thine halls are desolate ! 
Where erst was heard the timbrel's sprightly sound. 
And frolic pleasures tripp'd th^ nightly round, 

There breeds llie wild fox lonely, — ^a^d aghast 
Stands the mute pilgrim at the Toid profound, 

Unbrok;e by ftoise^ save when the hurrying Uast 
Sighs, like a spirit, deep along the dieerless waste. 

IIL 

It is for this, ppoqd Solyma ! thy towers 
Lie crumbling in the dust ; for this forlorn 

Thy genius wails along thy desert bowers, 
While stem Destruction laughs, as if in seom. 
That thou didst dare insult Grod's eldest bern ; 

And, with most bitter persecuting ire, 
Pursued his footstepis till the last day-dawn 

Rose on his fortunes — ^and thou saw'st the fire 
That came to light the worid, in one great flash expire '• 

IV. 

Oh ! for a pencil dipp'd in living light, 

To paint the agonies that Jesus bore ! 
Oh ! for the Ipog^ost harp of Jesse's might, 

To hymn the Saviour's praise from shore to shore ; 

While seraph hosts the lofty ptean pour. 
And Heaven enraptured lists the loud acclaim ! 

May a frail mortal dare the theme explore ? 
May he to human ears his weak song frame ? 
Oh ! may he dare to sing Messiah's glorious name ? 

Spirits of pity ! n^ild Crusaders, come ! 

Buoyant on clouds around your minstrcil fl^at, f 
Aad .giye hm doquence who else wfxe dumb, . 

And raise to feeling and to fire his note ! 

And thou, Urania f who dost still devote 
Thy nights and days to Grod's eternal shrina> 

Whose mild eyes 'lumined what Isaiah wrote, * 
Threw* o'er t^y Bardl that solemn stole of th^, ^ 
And clothe him for the fight with energy divine. 
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When from the temple's lofty summit prone, 
,Sptan overcome, fell down ; and 'throned there, 

The Son of God' donfess*a, in elplendolr shone ; 
Swift as the dancing sunbeam cuts iSie air, 
Mad with defeat/ and yeliing* his despair, 

Pled the stern king of Hell — and with the glare 
Of gliding meteors, ominous and red, ' 
Shot athwart the clouds that gathered round his head. 

VIL 

Right o'er the Euxine, and that gulf which late 

The rude Massagetse adored, he bent 
His northering course, while roiind; in dusky state, 

The assembling fiends their summoii'd troops aug- 
ment; • '' . 

Clothed in dark mists, upon their way they went, 
While, as they pass'd to regions more severe, 

The Lapland sorcerer swell 'd with loud lament 
The solitary gale, and, fill'd with fear, 
The howling dogs bespoke unholy spirits near. ' 

VIII. 

Where the North PolCj in moody solitude, 
Spreads her hu^ tracks and frosjen waistes arobnd, 

There ice-rocks piled aloft, in order rude, 
Form A gigantic hall, where never sound 
Startled dull Silence' ear, save when profound 

The smoke-frost mutter'd: there drear Cold for aye 
Thrones him, — and,' fi:s'd on his primeval^ixiouiidy 

Ruin, the giant^ sits ; while stem Dismay 
Stalks like some wo-struck man along the ^serfway. 

IX. 

In that drear spot, grim Desolation's lair, 
No ^weet remain of life encJiebrs the sight ; 

The dancing heart's Uood in an instant theare 

Would freeze to marble.-'MMingling day and night 
' ( Sweet interchange, which makes our labors light,) ^ 

Are there unknown ; while in the suEmmer skiea 
The sun rolls ceasel^s roubd his heavenly height. 






Nor ever eetB till from the scene he 
And leaves the long bleak-night of half the year to rise. 

X. 

'T^was there, vet shuddering frcnn tlie burning lake, 

Satan had; fis'd t'heir next consistory, 
When paifti^ last he fondly hoped to shake 
Messiah's constancy, — and thus to free 
The pdw^rH jof dadoes from the dread decree 
Of bondage brought by him, and circumvent 
. ' Thb tu^efartng ways of Him whose eye can see 
The womb of Time, and, in its embryo pent, 
Discern the colors clear of every dark event. 

XI. 

Ift^re th^ stem monarch stay'd his rapid flighty 
.. And his thick host, as with a jetty pall, 
Hovering obscured the north star's peaceful light, 
: . VM^ag ^n wiXkg their haughty chieftain's ea)}^ 

He, me«Bwhile, downward, with a sullen fall^ , 
Dmpp'd' <m the eohoiqg ice. Instant the sound * 

Of their broad vans was huah'd, imd o^er the hfll, 
Vast and -otMrnore, the gloomy cohorts bound. 
Till, wedged in ranks, the seat of Satan they surround. 

xii. 

liudi on a aoUum of the solid wave, 

Prank'd'With rude shapes by the fantastic frost, < 
He stood iasilenee>^now keen thoughts engrave 

fhait figures on his front ; and, tempest-^oss'd^ 

He fears to say that every hope is lost. 
JMieaaiwhjyh^ the multitude as death are nuite ; 

So, ere the tempest on Malacca's coast, 
jBnreet -Quiet, genUy touching her soft lute. 
Sings to the whispering waves the prelude to dispute. 

xm. 

At length collected, o'er the dark Divan 
The aroh^fiend glanced, as by the Boreal blaze 

Their downeast Imws were seen, and thus b^gan 
His^ fierce hwangue : — ^ Spirits ! our better nys 
Are now elapsed ; Moloch and Belial's praise . 

.Shall sooiid no more in groves by myriads trod. > 



La! ite^t Wifcite l-^Tli&iMrtKpfliMoaEtii^ ! 
Far U8 is Bmd high tibe avMgiiig r#d L. > 
For, spiriUh, ^ite ie fie^-^this is the Soa of God. . 

What then !-H9hall Satan's spirit crouch to &ar i 
Shall he who shook the pillars of Gk>d's reign 

Drop from his unnerred arm the hostile spear ? 
Madness I Ihe rerj; thcmght would m^ me fain 
To tear tl^ spangleta from yon gaudy {dain^. . 

Aftd hurl tiiem al their Mbker I^Fix'd w fate 
I am 'his Fee1--^Yea, though his pride should deign 

To soothe mine ire with half his regal state. 
Still would I bum with fix'd, unalterable hate. 

Now hear Ate issue of my eurs'd emiuriBe^ 
When froai our last sad aynod I took flight, 

Buoy'd with false hopes, in sonde deep-laid disguise, 
To tempt this Vaunted Holy One to write 
His ^wa slslf-condemnation ; in the plight 

Of aged nlan in the lone wilderness, 
Gathering a few stray sticks, I met his sight, 

And, lea&ing on my staiF, seem'd much to guess 
What cause could mortal bring to that forlorn recesiu. 

XVL 

Then thus in homely guise I featly framed 
My lowly speech : — ^Good sir, what leads this way 

Your wandering steps? must hapless chance be 
blamed 
That you so fer from haunt of mortals stray i 
Here have I dwelt for many a lii^ring day^ 

Nor trace of man have seen ; but how ! methmight 
Thou wert the youth on whom God'a holy ray 

I saw descend in J(n*dan, when John taught 
That he to fallen man llie saving promise brought.^ 

XVII, 

* • 

^ I am that man,' said Jesus, ^ I am He I 
But truce to questions' — Canst thou point my feet 

To some low hut, if haply such there be 
In this wild Jabyrintiii, where I inay meei 



. Wmi honieljh gnMiiig^ Qii4 11119: «it and aitt:r..v 
For forty dayB.iimYe.tavied fasting here^ , .., « 

Hidift'tiitdarkglen0:of thialoi|eretrea(| ^ 
And now I hunger ; and, my fainting ear' 
Longs much to greet the sound of fountains gushing 
; near.' ''-!,. 

xvni. 

* . . '• 'I 

Then thus I answer'd wily : — ^ If, ii^^eedf 

Son of our Ood thou be'st, what need to seek 
For food from men ?— Li> ! on thesp flint stones feed. 

Bid them be bread ! Open .thy li||s an/d speak, . 

And living rills from yon parph'd rock .wUl breok.' 
Instant as I had spoke, his pi^rping ^ye . ^ 

Fix'd on my face ; — ^the blood forsook my cheek, 
I could not bear his gaze ; — ^my mask slipp'd by ; 
I would have shunn'd his look, butlxad not power tQ Jy* 

XIX. 

. .- • • 

Then he rebuked me with the holy word — 

Accursed, sounds ! but now my native pride . . 
Retum'd, and by no foolish -qualm deterr'd, 
I b^e him from the mountain's .woody side, 
Up to the summit, where extending wide 
Kingdoms and cities, palaces and fanes, 
^ Bright sparkling in the sunbeams, were descried, 
And in gay danc^, Umid luxuriant plains, 
Tripp'd to the jocund reed the emasculated, /^wains* 

^ Behold,' I cried, ^ these glories ! scenes divine ! 

Thou whose sad prime in pining want decays, 
And these, O rapture ! these shall all be thine, 

If thou wilt give to me, not God, the praise. 

Hath he not given to indigence thy day^ ? 
Is not thy portion peril here and pain ? 

Oh ! leave his temples, shun his wounding ways ! 
Seize the tiara ! these mean weeds disdain. 
Kneel, kneel, thou man of wo, and peace and splendor 
gainJ' 

XXL 
^ Is it not wiitfen,' sternly he replied, 
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♦ Tempt not the Lord thy God !' Frowning he spake, 
And mstant sounds, as of the ocean tide, 
Rose, and the whirlwind from its prison brake, 
And caught me up aloft, till in one flake. 
The sidelong volley met my swift career, 
And smote me earthward.--JoYe himself might 
quake 
At such a fall ; my sinews crack'd, and near, 
Obscure and dizzy sounds seem'd ringing in mine ear. 

XXIL 

Senseless and stunn'd I lay ; till, casting round 
My half unconscious gaze, I saw the foe 

Borne on a car of roses to the ground, 
By volant angels ; and as sailing slow 
He sunk, the hoary battlement below. 

While on the tall spire slept the slant sun-beam, 
Sweet on the enamour'd zephyr was the. flow 

Of heavenly instruments. Such strains oft seem, 
On star-light hill, to soothe the Syrian shepherd's dream. 

XXIII. 

I saw blaspheming. Hate renewed my strength ; 
I smote the ether with my iron wing. 

And left the accursed scene. — ^Arrived at length 
In these drear halls, to ye, my peers ! I brmg 
The tidings of defeat. Hell's haughty king 

Thrice vanquished, baffled, smitten, and dismay'd ! 

shame ! Is this the hero who could fling 
Defiance at his Maker, while array'd. 

High o'er the walls of light rebellion's banners play 'd ! 

XXIV. 

Tet shall not Heaven's bland minions triumph long ; 

Hell yet shall have revenge. — glorious sight. 
Prophetic visions on my fancy throng, 

1 see wild Agony's lean finffer write 

Sad figures on his forehead ! — Keenly bright 
Revenge's flambeau burns ! Now in his eyes 

Stand the hot tears, — ^immafitled in the night, 
Lo ? he retires to mourn ! — ^I hear his cries ! 
He faints — he falls — and lo ! — His true, ye powers, he 
dies.' 

17 
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XXV- 

Thod spake the chieftain, — and as if he view'd 
The scene he pictdred, with his loot advanced' 

And chest inflated, motionless he stood, 
While muter his upUfted slueld he glanced, 
With straining eye-ball fix'd, like one entranced^ 

On viewless air ; — ^thither the dark platoon ^ 

Gaased wondering, nottiing seen, save 'yri^n thist^ 
danced 

The northern flash, or fiend late fled from noon, 
Darken'd th« disk of the descending moon. 

XXVI. 

Silence crept siiil y through the ranks. — ^The bre^e 

Spake most distinctly. As the sailor stands, 
Wh^n all the midnight gasping from th€ seas 
Bifeak boding sobs, and to h^ sight expands 
High on the shrouds the spirit that commands 
' The ocean^'farer's life ; so stiflP— «o s6ar 

Stood each dark power; — ^whUe through their nu- 
merous bands 
Beat not one heart, and mingling hope and fear 
Now told them all was lost, now bade revenge appear. 

XXVIl. 

One there was there, whose loud defying tongue 
Nor hope nor fear had silenced, but the swell 

Of over-boiling malice. Utterance long 
His passion mock'd, and long he strove to tell 
His laboring ire ; still syllable none fell 

From his pale quivering lip, but died away 
For very fury ; from each liollow cell 

Half sprang his eyes, that cast a flamy ray, 
And ***** 

XXVIIL ^ 

'This comes,' at length burst from tiie furious chief, 
* This comes of distant counsels ! Here behold 

The fruits of wily cunning ! the relief 
Which coward policy would fain unfold, 
To soothe the powers that warr'd with Heavai of 
old! 
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w«e I O potent ! sagacious snare ! 

And lo ! our prioce — the mightf and the boUU 
Thete stands hie, spell-struc^ gaping at the air,^ 
While. HiSAvea subv^a his reign> and plants her stand- 
ard there*' 

XXIX. 

Here, as reeoyered^ Satan fix'd his eye 

Full on tlie speaker ; dark it was and stem ; 
He wrapp'd his black vest round him gloomily, 
AjuI stood like one whom weightiest thoughts eon- 

cem. 
Him Afoloch mark'd, and strove again to turn 

soul to rage. ^ Behold, behdd,' he cried, 
' The kird of Hell, who bade these legions spurn 
Almighty rule— behold he lays aside 
Thif ipear of just revenge, and shrinks, by man defied.' 



Thus ended Moloch, and his [burning] tongue 
Hung quivering, as if [mad j to quench its heat 

In slaughter. So, his native wUds among. 
The famisliU tiger pants, when, near his seat, 
Presft'doii the sands, he marks the traveller's feet. 

Instant low marmurs rose, and numy a sword 
Had fjmni its soabbaid sprang ; but toward the seat 

Of thearch^fiend all turn'd with one acoord, 
As lou4 he thus harangued the sanguinary horde. 



< Ye powers of Hell, 1 am no coward. I proved this of 
old : who led your forces^against the armies of Jehovah ? 
Who doped with Ithuriel aiul the thunders of the Al- 
mighty ? Who, when stunned and confused ye lay on the 
burning lake, who first awoke, and collected your scat- 
tered powers? Lastly, who led you across the un- 
fathomable abyss to this delightful world, and establish- 
ed that reign here which noir totters to its base ? How, 
therefore, dares yon ti^eacherous fiend to cast a stain on 
Satan's bravery f be who preys only on the defence- 
less — ^who suoks the blood of infants, and delights only 
in acts of igiaoble cruelty and unequal contention. Away 
with thie boaster who never joins in action, bilt, like a 
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cormorant, hovers over the field, to feed upon the 
wounded, and orerwhelm the djring. True bra^e^ry is 
as remote from rashness as from hesitation : let us 
counsel coolly, but let us execute our counsetted put- 
poses determinately. In power we have learned, by 
that experiment which lost us Heaven, that we are in* 
ferior to the Thunder-bearer : — In subdety — ^in subtlety 
alone we are his equals. Open war is imposribl^. 



Thus we shall pierce our Conqueror, through ^bk race 
Which as himself he loves ; thus if we ftul, 

We fall not with the anguish, the disgrace 
Of falling unrevenged. The stirring call 
Of vengeance wHngs within me ! WarriorB all, 

The word is vengeance, and the spur despair. 
Away with coward wiles {--^Death's poal-blacdl pall 

Be now our standard ! — ^Be our torch the glare 
Of cities fired ! our fifes, the shrieks that fill the air ! 

Him answering rose Mecashpim, who of otd^ 
Far in the silence of Chaldea's groves, ^ 

Was worshipped, God of Fire, with charms untold 
And mystery. His wandering spirit roves, 
Now vainly searching for the flame it loves, ' 

And sits and mourns like some white-robed sire, 
Where stood his temple, and where fragmttt dotes 

And cinnamon uphe^'d the sacred pyre, 
And nightly magi watch'd the everlasting fire. 

♦ 
He waved his robe of flame, he oross'd his breast. 

And sighing — ^his papyrus scarf survey 'd, ' 
Woven with dark characters ; then thus address'd < 

The troubled council. 



I. 

Thus far have I pursued my solemn theme 
With self-rewarding toil, thus far have sung 

Of godliti'e deeds, far loftier that beseem 
The lyre which I in early days have strung ; 
And now my spirits faint, and I have hung 
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The dhMf that sdiaoed me in saddest hour, 

Oa the dark cypress ! and the strmgs which rung 
With Jesus' praise, their harpings now are o'er, 
Or, when the breeze comes by, moan, and are heard no 
more. 

And must the harp of Judah sleep again t 

Shall I no more reanimate the lay ? 
Wk ! thou who visitest the sons of men, 

Thou who doM; listen when the humble pray 

O^e little space prolong my mournful day ! 
One little lapse suspend thy last decree ! 

I am a youthful traveller in the way. 
And this slight boon would consecrate to thee, 
Ere I with Death shake hands, and smile that I am free. 

• ' • • • 

• . .« . * * * 
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LINES AND NOTE 

BY LORD BYRON. 

Unhappy White ! * while life was in its spring, 
And thy young muse just waved her joyous wing, 
ThQ spoiler came ; and all thy promise fair 
Has sought the grave, to sleep forever there. 
Oh ! what a noble heart was here undone. 
When science' self destroyed her favorite son ! 
Yes ! she too much indulged thy fond pursuit. 
She sow'd the seeds, but death has reap'd the fruit. 

* Henry Kirke WUte died at Cambridge io October ISM, id oenBemieiioe of too 
much exertion in the pursiiit of studies that woold have matured a mino which dii- 
ease and poverty could not impair, and which de^th itself destroyed rather dian 8id>- 
dued. His poems abound in such beauties as must impress tne reader with tba 
lijeliest regiet that so short a period was allotted to talents, which would have dig« 
nified even the sacred functions he was destined to assume. 

17* 
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'Twas thine own genius gave the final blow, 
And help'd to plant the wound that laid thee low. 
So the atruck eagle, stretchM upon the plain, 
No more through rolling cloudB to eoar again, 
View'd his own feather on the fatal dart, 
And wing'd the shaft that quiver'd in his heart. 
Keen were bis pangs, but keener far to feel, 
He nursed the pinion which ioipell'd the steel ; 
While the same plumage that had warm'd hia nest, 
Drank the last life-drop of his bleeding breast. 



J 
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THE HOMER OF H. K. WHIXfi. 

Fk«sented to me by hk Brotlier, J. Nevfite Wmte 

Bard of brief days, but ah, of deathless fame ! 

While on these awful leaves my fond eyes rest. 

On which thine late have dwelt, thy hand late pressed, 
I pause ; and gaze regretful on thy name. 
By neither chance nor envy, time nor flame, 

Be it from this its mansion dispossess'd ! 

But thee Eternity claspS to her breast. 
And in celestial splendor thrones thy claim. 

II. 

No more with mortal pencil shalt thou trace 

An imitative radiance :* thy pure lyre 
Springs from our changeful atmosphere's embrace. 

And beams and breathes in empyreal fire : 
The Homeric and Miltonian sacred tone 
Responsive hail that lyre congenial to their own. 

C. L. 

Bury, llth Jan. 1807. 
• AUodiqg to his pondfed aketofa U a bead mnroiiiided wilb a glory. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF H. K. WHITE. 

mr ALAinr. 

Ir worth, if gienius, to the world are dear, 
To Henry's shade devote no common tear. 
His worth on no precarious tenure hung. 
Prom genuine piety his virtues sprung : 
If pure benevolence, if steady sense. 
Can to the feeling heart delight dispense ; 
If all the highest efforts of the mind. 
Exalted, noble, elegant, refined, 
Call for fond sympathy's heart-felt regret, 
Ye sons of genius, pay the mournful debt : 
His friends can truly speak how laige his claim. 
And ' Life was only wanting to his fame.' 
Art Thou, indeed, dear youth, forever fled ? 
So quickly number'd with the silent dead. 
Too sure I read it in the downcast eye. 
Hear it in mourning friendship's stifled sigh. 
Ah ! could esteem, or admiration, save 
So dear an object irom th' untimely grave, 
This transcript faint had not essay'd to tell. 
The loss of one beloved, revered so well. 
Vainly I ti;y, even eloquence were weak, 
The silent sorrow that I feel, to speak. •- 

No more my hours of pain thy voice will cheer. 
And bind my spirit to this lower sphere 
Bend o'er my suflering frame with gentle sigh, 
And bid new fir6 relume my languid eye : 
No more the pencil's mimic art command. 
And with kind pity guide my trembling hand ; 
Nor dwell upon the page in fond regard 
To trace the meaning of the Tuscan bard. 
Vain all the pleasures Thou can's t not inspire, 
And ' in my breast th' imperfect joys expire,' 
I fondly hoped thy hand might grace my shrine. 
And little dream'd I should have wept o'er thine : 
In Fancy's eye methought I saw thy lyre 
With virtue's energies each bosom fire ; 
t saw admiring nations press around. 
Eager to catch the animating sound : 



And when^ at length, sunk in the shades of night, 

To brighter worlda thy spirit wing'd its ^flight, 

Thy country haii'd thy venerated shade, 

And each graced hpnor to thy memory paid. 

Such was the fate hope pictured to my view — 

But who, alas ! e'er found hope's visions true ? 

And, ah ! a dark presage, when last we met, 

Sadden'd the social hour with deep regret ; 

When Thou thy portrait from the minstrel drew, 

The living Edwin starting on my view — 

Silent, I ask'd of Heaven a lengthened date ; 

His ffenius thine, but not like &ine his fate» 

Shuddering I gazed, and saw too sure reveal'd, 

The fatal truth, by hope till then conceal'd. 

Too strong the portion of celestial flame 

For its weak tenement, the fragile frame ; 

Too soon for us it sought its native sky) 

And soar'd impervious to the mortal eye ; 

Like some clear planet^ shadow'd from our sight. 

Leaving behind long tracks of lucid light : 

So shall thy bright example fire each youth 

With Ipvfe of virtue, piety, and truth* 

Long o'er thy loss shall grateful Granta mourn. 

And bid her sons revere thy favor'd urn. 

When thy loved flower ' Spring's victory makes known,' 

The primrose pale shall bloom for th€^e alone ; 

Around thy jirn the rosemary we'll spread. 

Whose * tender fregrance,' — emblem of the dead~ 

Shall ^ teach the maid, whose bloom no longer lives,' 

That * virtue every perish 'd grace survives.' 

Farewell ! sweet Moralist ; heart-sickening grief 

Tells me in duty's paths to seek relief, 

With surer aim on fistith's strong pinions rise, 

And seek hope's vanish'd anchor in the skies. 

Tet still on thee shall fond remembrance dwell 

And to the world thy worth delight to tell ; 

Though well I feel unworthy. Thee the lays 

That to thy memory weeping friendship pays. 
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STANZAS 

Snppofed toliBTe been wiitttn at Um Grave of H. K. While. 

BT A LADT. 
1. 

Ye gentlest gales ! oh, hither waft, 

On airy undulating swe^M, 
Tour frequent sighs, so passing soft, 

Where he, the youthful Poet, sleeps ! 
He breathed the purest, tenderest sigh, 
The sigh of sensibility. 

2. 

And thou shalt lie, his favorite flower. 
Pale Primrose, on his grave reclined : 

Sweet emblem of his fleeting hour, 
And of his pure, his spotless mind ! 

Like thee, he sprung in lowly vale ; 

And felt, like thee, Sie trying gale* 

3. 

N<or hence thy pensive eye seclude. 
Oh thou, the fragrant Rosemary, 

Where he, ^ in marble solitude, 
So peaceful, and so deep,' doth lie I 

His harp prophetic sung to thee 

In notes of sweetest minstrelsy. 

4. 

Ye falling dews, Oh ! ever leave 

Your chrystal drops these flowers to steep : 
At earliest mom, at latest eve, 

Oh let them for their Poet weep ! 
For tears bedew'd his gfentle eye. 
The tears of heaveu^y sympathy* 

Thou western Sun, effiise thy beams ; 
For he was wont to pace the glade. 
To watch in pale uncertain gleams. 
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The crimson-zoned horizon fade — 
Thy last, thy setting riKttim^e pour, 
Where he is set to rise no more. 



ODE 



onVrb lats h. k. white. 

And is the minstrel's voyage o'er ? 

And is the star of genius fled ? 
And wiH his magic harp no more, 

Mute in the mansions of the dead, 
lis strains seraphic pour ? 

A Pilgrim in this world of wo, 
Condemn'd, f^as I awhile to stray, 

Where bristly thorns, where briars grow, 
He bade, to cheer Hie gloomy way, 

Its heayenly music flow. 

And oft he bade^ by^ fame inspired, 
Its wild notes seek th' ethereal plain, 

Till angels by its music fired, 
. Have, listening, caught th' ecstatic strain, 

Have wonder 'd, and admired. 

\ 
But now secure on happier shores, 

With choirs of sainted souls be sings ; 
His harp th' Omnipotent adores. 

And from its sweet, its silver strings 
Celestial music pours. 

And though on earth no more he'll weave 
The lay that's fraught with magic fire, 

Tet oft shall Fancy hear at eve 
His now exalted, heavenly lyre 

In sounds iBolian grieve. 

juvehis. 

B. Stoke. 
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Oeeaaloiied by tlw Dsath of H. K. Wfete 

What is this world at best, 
Though deck'd in vernal bloom, 
By hope and youthful fancy dnets^ 
What, but a ceaseless toil for rest, 
A passage to tte 4pmb i 
If flpwerets strew 
The avenue, 
Though fair, alas 1 how fading, and how few. 

And* every hour oonxes arm'd 
By sorrow, or by wo : 
Conceid'd beneath its little wings, 
A sithe the soft-shod foMever br&gB, 
To lay some comfort low; 
Sidme tie t' unbind, 
By love entwined. 
Some silken bond that holds the cagftitf^ mind* 

And every month displays 
The t^vaigeft of time : 
Faded I9ie flowers !-~^The Spring is past ! 
The scattered leaves, the wjntry blast. 
Warn to a milder clime : 
The songsters flee 

The leafless tree, , 

And bear to happier realms their melody. 

Henry ! the world no more 
Can claim thee for her own ! 
In purer skies thy radiance beams ! 
Thy lyre employed on nobler themes 
Before th' etemel throne : 
Yet, spirit dear, 
Forgive the tear 
Which those must shed who're do6m'd to linger here* 

« 

Although a stranger, I 

In friendship's train would ? 
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LcM9t to the world, alas ! so ypung, 
And must thy lyre, in silence hnxig^ 
On the darl^ cypress sleep ? 
The poet, all 
Their friend may call ; 
And Nature's self attends his funeral. 

Although with feeble wing 
Thy flight I would pursue, 
With quicken'd zeal, with humbled pride, 
Alike our object, hopes, and guide, / 

One heaven sJike in view ; 
True, it was thine 
To tower, to shine ; 
But I may make thy milder virtues mine* 

If Jesus own my name, 
(Though fame pronounced it never,) 
Sweet spirit, not with thee alone. 
But all whose absence here I moan. 
Circling with harps the golden throne, ' 

I shall unite forever : 
At death then why 
Tremble or sigh ? 
Oh f who would wish to live, but he who fears to die ! 

JOSIAH CONPfiR. 
nee. Stb, 1807. 
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SONNET, 

On welBg anotbcr writteii to H. K. White, in September 1603, inieited in liif < Remiiiw 

by Robert Southey.* 

BY ARTHUR OWEN. 

Ah ! once again the long-left wires among. 
Truants the Muse to weave her requiem song ; 
With sterner lore now busied, erst the lay 
Cheer'd my dark mom of manhood, wont to stray 
O'er fancy's fields in quest of musky flower ; 

To me nor frapant less, though barr'd from view 
And courtship orthe world : haii'd was the hour 

That gave me, dripping fresh with nature's dew, 



J 



OF H. K. WHITE. 265 

Poor Henry's budding beauties — ^to a clime ^ 
Hapless transplanted, whose exotic ray 
Forced their young vigor into transient day. 
And drain'd the stalk that rear'd them ! and shall time 
Trample these orphan blossoms ? — ^No ! they breathe 
Still lovelier charms — ^for Southey culls the wreath J 

Oiford, Dec. 17Ui, 180T. 



SONNET 

IN BIEtfOBY OF UK H. K. WHITB. 

^ 'Tis now the dead of n|ght,' and I will go 
To where the brook soft-murmuring glides along 

In the still wood ; yet does the plaintive song 
Of Philomela through the welkin flow ; 
And while pale Cynthia carelessly doth throw 

Her dewy beams the verdant boughs among, 

Will sit beneath some spreading oak tree strongs 
And intermingle with the streams my wo : 
Hush'd in deep silence every gentle breeze ; 

No mortal breath disturbs the awful gloom ; 
Cold, chilling dew-droops trickle down the trees, 

And every flower withholds its rich perfume : 
^Tis sorrow leads me to that sacred ground 
Where Henry moulders in a sleep profound ! 

J. G, 



IftEFLECTIONS, 

On reading the Life of the late H. K. White. 

BY WILLIAM HOLLOWAY, 
Jluthor of * The Pea8ant*$ Fat«.' 

Darlino of science and the muse, 
How shall a son of song refuse 

To shed a tear for thee ? 
To us, so soon, forever lost. 
What hopes, what prospects have been Cross'd 

By Heaven's supreme decree ? 
18 
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How could a parent, love-beffuiled) 
In lifers fair prirae resign a diiM 

So duteous, good, and kind ? 
The warblers of the soothing strain 
Must string the elegiac lyre in vain 

To soothe the wounded mind ! 

Yet Fancy, hovering round the tomb, 
Half envies, while she mourns thy doom, 

Dear poet, saint, and sage ! 
Who into one short span, at best, 
.The wisdom of an age compress'd, 

A patriarch's lengthened age ! 

To him a genius sanctified, 
And purged from literary pride,. 

A sacred boon was given :^ 
Chaste as the psalmist's harp, hk lyre 
Celestial raptures could inspire, 
• And lift the soul to Heaven. 

'Twas not the laurel earth bestows, 
'Twas not the praise from man that flows. 

With classic toil he sought : 
He sought the crown that martyrs wear,. 
When rescued from a world of care ; 

Their spirit too he caught. 

Here come, ye thoughtless, vaini and gay, 
Who idly range in Folly's way, 

And learn the toorth of time : 
Learn ye, whose days have run to waste, 
How to redeem this pearl at last, 

Atoning for your crime. 

This flower, that droop'd in one cold clime, 
Transplanted from the soil of time 

To immortality, 
In full perfection there shall bloom ; 
And those who now lametit his doom 

Must bow to God's decree* 

London, 27tii Feb. 1808. 
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ON READINQ THE POEM ON SOLITUDE, 
In the Mcoad toIobia oC H. K. White's 'Bemaiai. 

But art thou thus indeed ^ alone ? * 
Quite unbefriended — all unknown ? 
And hast thou then his name forgot 
Who form'd thy frame, and fix'd thy lot ? 

I8 not his voice in eveaing's gale ? 
Beams not with him the ' star' so pale ? 
Is there a leaf can fade and die, 
Unnoticed by his watchful eye ? 

Each fluttering hope — each anxious fear-^ 
Each lonely digh — each silent tear — , 
To thine Almighty Friend are known ; 
And say'st thou, thou art ^ all alone ? ' 

JOSUH CONBER. 



MEMORY OF H. K. WHITE, 

BT THE BBV. W. B. OOIXYfiB, A. H. 

0, LOST too soon ! accept the tear - 
A stranger to thy memory pays ! 

Dear to the muse, to science dear, 
In the young morning of thy days ! 

All the wild notes that pity loved 
Awoke, responsive still to thee, 

While o*er the lyre thy fingers roved 
In softest, sweetest harmony. 

The chords that in the human heart 
Compassion touches as her own, 

Bore in thy symphonies a part — 
With them in perfect unison. 
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Amidst accumulated woes, 
. That premature afflictious bring, 
Submission's sacred hymn arose, 
Warbled from every mournful string. 

When o'er thy dawn the darkness spread, 
And deeper every moment grew ; 

Wh^n rudely round thy youthful head, 
The chilling blasts of sickness blew ; 

Religion heard no 'plainings loud, 
The sigh in secret stole from thee ; 

And pity, from the * dropping cloud,* 
Shed tears of holy sympathy. 

Cold is that heart in which were met 
More virtues than could ever die ; 

The morning-star of hope is set — 
The sun adorns another sky. 

partial grief ! to mourn the day 

So suddenly o'erclouded here, 
To rise with unextinguish'd ray — 

To shine in a superior sphere ! 

Oft genius early quits this sod, 

Impatient of a robe of clay. 
Spreads the light pinioji, spurns the clod, 

And smiles, and soars, and steals away ! 

But more than genius urged thy flight, 
And mark'd the way, dear youth ! for thee : 

Henry spranjg up to worlds of light, 
On wings of immortality ! 

Blackheatb HiU, 2401 June, 1808. 
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ON THE DEATR OF H. K. WHITE. 

T0O9 too prophetic did thy wild note swell, 

Impassioned minstrel ! when its pitying Wail s 
Sigh'd o'er the vernal primrose as it fell 

Untimely, withered by the northern gale** 
Thou wert that flower of promise and of prime ! 

Whose opening bloom, 'mid many an adverse blast, 
Charm'd the lone wanderer through this desert dime, 

But charm'd him with a rapfure soon o'ercast, 
To see thee languish into quick decay. 

Yet was not uiy departing immature ? 
For ripe in virtue thou wert reft away, 

And pure in spirit, as the bless'd are pure ; 
Pure as the dew-drop, freed from earthly leaven, 
That sparkles, is exhaled, and blends with heaven ! f 

T. Park. 

* Set CfiftoB Grove, p. 16, •d. 1808. 

t Young, I thtiik, way of NareiMa, 'the gparkkd, wm nkiledt and want la 
Heaven.* 
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LETTERS. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVHXE. 



Nottingham, September, 1790. 



DEAR BEOTHEB, 



In consequence of your repeated solicitations, I now 
sit down to write to you, although I never received an 
answer to the last letter which I wrote, nearly six 
months ago ; but, as I never heard you meiitipn it in 
any of my mother's letters, I am induced to think it has 
miscarried, or been mislaid in your office. 

It is now nearly four months since I entered into Mr. 
Coldham's office ; and it is with pleasure I can assure 
you, that I never yet found anything disagreeable, but, 
on the contrary, everything I do seems a pleasure to me, 
and for a very obvious reason, — it is a business which I 
like — a business which I chose before all others ; and I 
have two good-tempered, easy masters, but who will, 
nevertheless, see that their business is done in a neat 
and proper manner. The study of the law is well 
known to be a dry, difficult task, and requires a compre- 
hensive, good understanding ; and I hope you will allow 
me (without charging me with egotism) to have a tolera- 
ble one ; and I trust with perseverance, and a very large 
law library to refer to, I shall be able to accomplish the 
study of so much of the laws of England, and our sys- 
tem of jurisprudence, in less than five years, as to enable 
me to be a country attorney ; and then, as I shall have 
two more ytars to s^rve, I hope I shall attain so much 
knowledge in all parts of the law, as to enable me, with 
a little study at the inns of court, to hold an argument 
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on the nice points in the law with the best attorney in 
the kingdom. A man that understands the law is sure 
to have business ; and in case I have no thoughts, in 
case that is, that I do not aspire to hold the honorable 
place of a barrister, I shall feel sure of gaining a genteel 
livelihood at the business to which I am articled. 

I attend at the office at eight in the morning, and 
leave at eigh4 in the evening ; then attend my Latin un- 
tfl nine, which, you may be sure, is pretty close confine- 
ment. 

Mr. Coldham is clerk to the commercial commissioners, 
which has occasioned us a deal of extraordinary work. 
I worked all Sunday, and until twelve o'clock on Satur- 
day night, when they were hurried to give in the cer- 
tificates to the bank. We had also a very troublesome 
cause last assizes. The Corporation versus Gee, which 
we (the attorneys for the corporation) lost. It was 
really a very fatiguing day, (I mean the day on which 
it was tried.) I never got anything to eat, from five ia 
the afternoon the preceding day, until twelve the nest 
nighty when the trial ended. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVnXE. 

If ottlngluun, 96 Jane, 1800. 
MAtL BROTHER, 

# # * # * 

My mother has allowed me a good deal lately for 
books, and I have a large assortmetU (a retailer's phrase.) 
But I hope you do not suppose they consist of novels ; — 
no — I have made a firm resolution never to spend above 
one hour at this amusement. Though f have been 
obliged to enter into this resolutipn in consequence of a 
vitiated taste acquired by readiuj^ romances, I do not 
intend to banish them entirely from my desk. After 
long and fatiguing researches in Blackstone or Coke, 
when the mind becomes weak, through intense appli- 
cation, Tom Jones, or Robinson Crusoe, vnS. afford a 
pleasing and necessary relaxation. , 
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Apropos— now we are speaking of Bobiasott Cnisoe, 
I shall observe, that is allowed to be the best novel for 
youth in the English language. De Foe, the author » 
was a singular character ; but as I make no doubt you 
have read his life, I will not trouble you with any fur- 
ther remarks. 

The books which I now read with attention, are 
Blackstone, Knox's Essays, Plutarch, Chesterfield's Kc^» 
ters, four large vdumes, Virgil, Homer, aiul Cicero, 
and several others. Blackstone and Knox, Virgil and 
Cicero, I have got ; the others I read out of Mr. Cold- 
ham's library. I have finished RoUift's Ancient History, 
Blair's Lectures, Smith's Wealth of Nations, Hume's 
England, and British Nepos, lately. When I have read 
Knox I will send it you, and recommend it to your at- 
tentive perusal ; it is a most excelknt work. I also read 
now the British Classics, the common edition of which 
I now take in ; it comes every fortnight ; I dare say you 
have seen it ; it is Cooke's edition. I would recommend 
you also to read these ; I will send them to you. I have 
got the Citizen of the World, Idler, Goldsmith's Essays, 
and part of the Rambler. I will send you soon the 
fourth number of the Monthly Preceptor. I am noticed 
as worthy of commendation, and as affording an en- 
couraging prospect of future excellence. — You will laugh* 
I have also turned poet, and have translated an Ode of 
Horace into English verse^ also for the Monthly Precep- 
tor, but, unfortunately, when I sent it, I forgot the title, 
so it wont be noticed. 

I do not forsake the flowery paths of poesy, for that 
is my chief delight ; I read the best poets. Mr. Cold- 
ham has got Johnson's complete set, with their lives ; 
these of course I read. 

With a little drudgery, I read Italian — Have got some 
good Italian works, as Pastor Fido, &c. &o. I taught 
myself, and have got a grammar. 

I must now beg leave to return you my sincere thanks 
for your kind present. I like 'La Bruyere the Less* 
very much ; I have read the original La Bruyere : I 
think him like Rouchefoucault. Madame de Gtenlis is a 
very able woman. 
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But I muflt now attempt to excuse my neglect in not 
writing to you. First, I have been very busy with these 
essays and poems for the Monthly Preceptor. Second, 
I i#as rather angry at your last letter — ^I can bear any- 
thing but a sneer, and it was one continued grin from 
beginning to end, as were all the notices you made of 
me in my mother's letters, and I coqld not, nor can I 
ngw, brook it. I could say much more, but it is very 
late, and must beg leave to wish you good night. 

I am, dear brother, 

Your affectionate friend, 

H. K. WHITE. 

P. S. You may expect a regular correspondence from 
me in future, but no sneers ; and shall be very obliged 
by a long letter. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVHXE. 

NottinghaiBy S5Ui Jane, 1800. 
DEAR NEVILLE, 

« • * « • 

You are inclined to flatter me when you compare my 
application \y^ith yours ; in truth, I am not half so assidu- 
ous as you, and I am conscious I waste a deal of time 
unwittingly. But, in reading, I am upon the continual 
search for improvement : I thirst after knowledge, and 
though my disposition is nattirally idle, I conquer it 
when reading a useful book. The plan which I pursued, 
in order to subdue my disinclination to dry books, was 
this, to begin attentively to peruse it, and continue thus 
one hour every day ; the book insensibly, by this means, 
becomes pleasing to you ; and even when reading Black- 
stone's Commentaries, which are very dry, I lay down 
the book with regret. 

With regard to the Monthly Preceptor, I certainly 
shall be agreeable to^ your taking it in, as my only ob- 
jection was the extreme impatience which I feel to see 
whethe'r my essays have been successful ; but this may 
be obviated by your speedy perusal, and not neglecting 




to forward it. But fon innst' have the goodioesa Hot to 
begin till Aogufit, as my bookseller canaot atop .it thi^t 
month. 

• • *' ♦ • ♦ * ■ • 

• « 

I had a tioket given me to the. boxes, on Monday 
night, for the benefit of Campbell, from Drury-Lwe, 
and there was such a riot as nevec was ezpeorienced here 
before. He is a democrat, and the soldiers planned a 
riot in conjunction with the mob. We heard the shout- 
ing of the rabble in the street before the play welb over ; 
the moment the curtain dropped^ an of&cer went into the 
front box, and gave the word of command ; immediately 
about sixty troopers started up, and six trutripeters in 
the pit played 'God save the king.' .The noise was 
astonishing. 'The officers in the boxes then drew their 
swords ; and at another signal the privates in the pit 
drew their bludgeons, which they had hitherto conceal- 
ed, and attacked all indiscriminately, that had not a unir 
form : the officers did the «ame with their swords, and 
the house was one continued sbene of confusion : one 
pistol was fired, and the ladies were fainting in the lob* 
by. The outer doors were shut to keep out the mob, 
and the people jumped on the stage as a last resource. 
One of these noble officers, seeing one man stand in the 
pit with his hat on, jumped over the division, and put 
him with his sword, which the man instantly wrenched 
from him, and broke, whilst the officer sneaked back in 
disgrace. They then formed a troop, and having emp- 
tied the play-house, they ^coured the streets with their 
swords, and returned home victorious. The players 
are, in consequence, dismissed ; and we have inforjna- 
tions in our office against the officers. , 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Nottingham, Hlcbaelmas-day, ISOO. 



< . t 



DEAR NEVILLE, 

4 

I CANNOT divine what^ in an epistolary correspondj^nce, 
can have such charms (with people who write only com- 
monplace occurrences) as to detach a man from Mb 
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UBiial ft&irs, and make him waate time, and! fifMr.M 
what cannot be of the least real benefit to hki corfan* 
pcmdent. Amongst relatives,' certainly there is always 
an incitement ; fre always feel an anxiety for their wei- 
Aire. Bat I hare no frknd so dear to aui> as to eaase 
me to take the trouble of reading hia lelten^ if they oalgr 
contained an account of his heidth, and the mere notl^ 
I ings of the day ; indeed, such an one would be unwoifthy 
' o£* friendship. What then is requisite to make oa/eJs 
correspondence Taluable ? I answer, ^tuail $eim* Noth- 
ing more is requisite ; as to the style, oae may very 
readUy excuse its faults, if repaid by the sentimeatd. 
Tou have better natural abilities than many youth, but it 
is with regret I see that you wiH not give yourself tJbe 
trouble of writing a good letter. There is hardly any npe- 
des of composition (in my <^inioii) easier than the epia- 
tolary ; but, my friend, you never found any art, howevflr 
trivial, that did not require some applioation at fiost. For, 
if an artist, instead of endeavouring to surmount the diffi- 
culties which presented themselves, were to rest con- 
tented wi^ mediocrity, how could he possibly e^etf ar^ 
rive at excellence ? Thus 'tis with yoa-; tnstetd of 
that indefatigable perseverance which, in other cases, 
is a leading trait in your character, I hear you say, ^ Ah, 
my poor brains were never formed for letter-writing — 
I idiall never write a good letter,' or some such phrases ; 
and thus by despairing of ever arriving at excellence, 
you render yourself hardly tolerable. You may, per*- 
haps think this art beneath your notice, or unworthy 
of your pains ; if so, you are assuredly mistaken, for 
there is hardly anything which would contribute laenie 
to the advaqpement of a young man, or which is n^re 
engaging. 

You read, I believe, a good deal ; nothing could be 
more acceptable to me, or more improving to you, than 
making a part of your letters to consist of your seniti- 
ments^ and opinion of the books you peruse ; you have 
no idea how beneficial this woiUd be to yourself; and 
that you are able to do it I am certain. One of the 
greatest impediments to good writing, is the thinking 
too much before you note down. This, I think, you are 
not entirely free from* I hope, that by always writing 
the first idea that presents Itself, yon will soon 
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k ;tfty toltetvaveahnqm the rough first draught, of couiM 
thtre are many allemtkHis ; these you will ejccuse. 

Ihaye wtitltn moat of my letters to you in so nc^i- 
gieat « nmDner, that, if you would have the goodacsa to 
ftfttura all you harre preserved^ MaM, I Vill peruse them^ 
wA all seateooaa worth presdrviag I will exteaety aad 
ffemrn. 

• You ohserret in yoor last, that your letters are read 
wMi ooateinpt.-^Do jrou speak as you think ? 

You had better wnte again to Mr. ■ > . Between 

ftiendsy the common forms of the world in writing letter 
for letter, need not be observed ; but nerer write three 
without receiving one in return, because i(i that oaae 
they must be thcmgfat unworthy of answer. 

We have been so busy lately, I oould not answer yours 
a^oaer.-^Onoe a muonth suppose we write to each other* 
If yeii ever find that my correspondence is not worth 
the^ teooble of carrying on, inform me of it« and it ehaU 
cease* 



« 



P. S« If any expreasion in this be too harsh, ezciiae 
it— 1 am not in an ill humor, recollect* 



Va HUI BROTHEB NEVnXE. 

Nottingham, Uth April, 180L 

nuaasvcuuB, 

On opening yours, I was highly pleased to find two 
and a half sheets of paper, and nothing could exceed my 
joy at so apparently a long letter, but upon finding it con- 
sisted of sides filled after the rate of five words in a line, 
and nine^ lines in a page, I could not conceal my chagrin ; 
and I am sure I may very modestly say, that one of my 
ordinary pages contains three of yours : if you knew half 
the pleasure I feel in your correspondence, I am confi- 
dent you would lengthen your letters. You tantalize me 
with the hopes of a prolific harvest, and I find, alas ! a 
thin crop, whose goodness only makes me lament its 
eeantiness. 

• •<••• 

I had ahnost forgot to tell you, that I have obtaiaed 
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<tka first prise (o£ a pair of Adam^^ivelr^adi'gtobMt 
value 'three guineas) in the first olass qf the Maathlj 
ftebeplor.' The subject was an iiaAj^ntary tour from 
London to Edinburgh. It ii^ printed conseqomitly , BSfi, 
AhalL send it to you the very first opportuiiity*. Tht 
fHopoBtis Btated, that the essfty was* not to exeeed three 
pages when printed — mine takes seven ; therefore I jaoi 
astonished^ they gave me the fiist pnrize. • There was 
an extraordiixary number of candidctOes y ^nd they said 
they never, had a greater number of excellent ones^ and 
they wished they oould have given <Mrty prizes. You 
.will iind it (in a letter) addressed* to N' ■,- meaiung 
yourself. ' . . . . .. 

.• ♦. • ♦ ♦ . , 

' Wartoa is a poet from vf hom I have derived the moi^ 
exquisite pleasure and gratification. » He Abounds i« 
sublimity and loftiness of thought, aswell asexpressipaH 
His ^ Pleasures of Melancholy'. is- truly » sublime- poem* 
The following passage I particularly admire : 






;.;;:. ) ^ . • ' Nor unde^ightfiil ii| th^ Boham noon , '-{ 

Of night, where, haply wakeful from my couch 
I start, k>, aniAmcydoBlusaroaJid'!' < '- ' 
Roars not the lushing wind ; the sons of men. 
And every beast, in mute oblivion lie : 
All Nature's hush'd in silence, and in ale^. 
Oh, then, how fearfnl is it to reflect. 
That through the stiU glow's awiU^lit«|B 
No being wakes but me.* 

How affecting are the latter lines ! it is iKiposeiUe to 
withstand the emotions which rise on it§ perusaL a^d I 
enVy not that man his insensibilrtj^ Who- can read tl^em 
with apathy. Many of the pieces of the Bible are writ- 
ten in this sublime manner : one ps&lm/Ithfnk' the l8th, 
is a perfect master-piece, and has been imltated'by many 
poets. Compare these, or the above quoted from War- 
ton, with the finest piece in Pope, and thbrf judge of the 
rank which he holds as a poet. Ancfther instance ot the 
sublime in poetry I will give you, from Akfensilie's admi- 
rable * Pleasures of Imagination,' \^here, speaking of the 
soul he says; she . . • * 



' Rides on the rollicd lightning through the heavens. 
And yoked with wMrlwinds, and tht northerti blast. 
Sweeps ttie long trswt of dtjV- . «.„*<.? ; , 
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Mttfkj ^ these itistazioefl of subliniily will oecur to you in 
Tliomson. 

James begis leare to present you with Bloomfield's 
FlaniieFs Boy. Bloomfield has no grandeur or height ; 
he- is a pastoral poet, and the simply sweet is what you 
ere to expect from him; nevertheless, his descriptions 
we sometimes little inferior to Thomson. 

• « • • * 

' ' How pleased shoidd I be, Neville, to have you with 
us at Nottingham ! Our firenside would be delightful. — 
I should profit by your sentiments and experience, and 
you possibly might gain a little from my small bookidi 
knowledge. But I am afraid that time will never come ; 
your time of apprenticeship is nearly expired, and, in all 
appearance, the small residue that yet remains will be 
passed in hated London. When you are emancipated, 
you will have to mix in the bustle of the world, in all 
^robalMiity, also, far from home ; so that when we haVe 
just learned bow happy we might mutually make our- 
selves, we find scarcely a shadow of a probability of 
ever having the opportunity. Well, well, it is in vain 
to resist the immutable decrees of fate. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

* ' Nottingham, April, »07. 

DEAR NEVILLE, 

At I know you will participate with me in the, pleas- 
ure I receive from literary distinctions, I hasten to inform 
you, that my poetical Essay on Gratitude is . printed in 
this month's Preceptor ; that my remarks on Warton are 
promised insertion in the next month's Mirror ; and that 
my Essay on Truth is printed in the. present (April) 
Monthly Visitor. The Preceptor I shall not be able to 
send you until the end of this month; The Visitor you 
will herewith receive. The next month's Mirror I shall 
consequently buy. I wish it were not quite so expen- 
sive, as I think it a very good work. Benjamin Thom- 
son, Capel Lofil, Esq., Robert Bloomfield, Thomas Der- 
mody, Mr. Gilchrist, under the signature of Octavius, 
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tifs. Bloi^e, a noted female writer ^ mnAfap dtsslpiMiife 

of Q. Z., are correspondents ; and the editors are not oaly 
men of g'enius and taste, but of the greatest respeotabili- 
ty . As I shall now be a regular contributor to this work, 
and as I think it contains much good matter, I have 
half an inclination to take it in, more esp^ciaUy as yon 
have got the prior volumes : but lii the presdoit^Btale of 
my finances it will not be prudent, unless you accede to 
a proposal, which, I think, will be gratifyio^ to yourself. 
— ^It is, to take it in conjunction with me ;'. by wMeh 
means we shall both have thesame enjoyment of it, w4th 
half the expense. It is of little consequence, who takes 
them, only he must be espeditious in reading theni. If 
you have any the least objection to this seheme, do not. 
Suppress it through any regard to punctilio. I have oioij 
proposed it, and it is not very material whether you- jc&tt* 
cur or not ; only exercise your own discretion. 

You say, (speaking of a passage concerning you in my 
hist,) ^ this is compliment: snfficieiii; ; the rest' mnist be 
flattery.' — Do ypu seriously, Neville^ think 'me capable 
effl&ttery ? 

As you well know Jiam a carping^ critical little- dog, 
you will not be surprised at my. observing that there 
is one figure in your last that savors rather of the ludi- 
crous, when you talk of a ' butterfly hopping from book 
to book.'" 

As to the something that ^ I am to find out, that is a 
perpetual bar to your progress in knowledge, &c., I am 
inclined to think. Doctor, it is merely conceit. You fancy 
that you cannot write a letter — you dread its idea ; you 
conceive that a work of four volumes would reqnire the 
lafeors of a* life to read through ; yoiipeirsuade yourself 
that you cannot retain what you read, and in despair do 
not attempt to conquer these visionary impediments* 
Confidence, Neville, in one's own abilities, is a sure fore- . 
runner (in similar circumstances with the present) of 
success. As an illustration of this, I beg leave to adduce 
the example of Pope, who had so h^ a sense, in his 
jrouth, or rather in his infancy, of his own capacity, that 
there was nothing of which, when once set about, he 
did not think himself capable ; and, as Dr. Johnson has 
observed, the natural consequence of this minute percep- 
tion of his own powers, was his arriving at as high a 
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pitch' of perfection as it was pbssible for a man with- kis 
few natural endowments to att-ain. 

When you wish to read Johnson's Lives o tne Poets^ 
send for tiiem : I have lately purchased them. I have 
now a large library* My mother allows me ten pounds 
per annum for clothes. I always dress in a respectable 
and even in a genteel manner, yet I can make much less 
than this sum suffice. My father generally gives me 
one coat in a year, and I make two serve. I then re- 
ceive one guinea per annum for keeping my mothei^'s 
hmkB ; one guiiMa per annum pocket-money : and )[)y 
other means I gain, perhaps, two guineas more per an* 
num : so that I have been able to buy pretty many ; and 
when you come home, you will find me in my study 
flOf rottaded with books and papers. I am a perfect gaF<» 
reteer : great part of my library, however, consists of x 

^professional books. Have you read Burke on the Sul> 
lime .^ Knox's Winter Evening?— Can lend them to. 
you, if you l^ve not. . 

Really, Neville, were you fully sensible how much* 

* my time is occupied; principally about my profession, as 
a primary concern, and in the hours necessarily set; 
apart to relaxation, on polite literature, to which, as a^ 
hobby-horse, I am very desirous of paying some atten- 
tion, you would not be angry at my delay in writing, or 
my short letters. It is always with joy that I devote a 
leisure hour to you, as it effords you gratification ; aa^ 
rest assured, that I always participate in your pleasure,, 
and poignantly feel every adverse incident which causes 
you pain. 

. Permit me, however, again to observe:, that one of my 
sheets is equal to two of yours ; and I cannot but con- 
sider this is a kind of mllacious deception, for you 
always think that your letters contain so much more 
than mine beoause they occupy more roOm. If you 
were to count the words, the difference would not be 
so great. You must also take in account the unsealed 
communications to periodical works, which I now reokot^ 

' a part of my letter ; and therefore you must .excuse my 
concluding on the first sheets by assuring you that I still 
remain Your friend and brother, 

H. K. WHITE. 
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P. S. A posteeript ki a natural ai^>eiidage to a let- 
ter. — I only hare to say, that positively you shall re-^ 
ceive a six or eight sheet letter, and that written legibly, 
ere long. 



TOMB. BOOTH. 

Nottiinlwin, Aofittt IStli, 1801. 

I MUST beg leave to apologize for not having return* 
ed my sincere acknowledgements to yourself and Mrs. 
Booth, for your very acceptable presents, at an eaiiier 
period. I now, however, acquit myself of the doty ; 
and assure you, that from both of the works I have re* 
ceived much gratification and edification, but more par* 
ticularly from one on the Trinity,* a production whi^ 
displays much erudition, and a very laudable zeal for 
the true interests of religion. Religious polemics, in* 
deed, have seldom formed a part of my studies ; though, 
whenever I happened accidentally to turn my thoughts 
to the subject of the Protestant doctrine of the Godhead^ 
and compared it with Arian and Socinian, many doubts 
interfered, and I even began to think that the more 
nicely the subject was investigated, the more perplexed 
it would appear, and was on the point of forming a reso- 
lution to go to heaven in my own way, without meddlmg 
or involving myself in the inextricable labyrinth of con- 
troversial dispute, when I received and perused this ex- 
cellent treatise, which finally cleared up the mists which 
my ignorance had conjured arouiid me, and clearly 
pointed out the real truth. The intention of the author 
precluded the possibility of his employing the ornaments 
and graces^ of composition in his work ; for as it was 
meant for all ranks, it must be suited to all capacities ; 
but the arguments are drawn up and arranged in so' 
forcible and perspicuous a manner, and are written so 
plainly, yet pfeasingiy, that I was absolutely charmed 
with them. 

The ^ Evangelical Clergyman' is a very smart piepe ; 

* Jwm OB tke Trini^. 



th« author^ posseeses a oon&idtrable portipn of ^aseattic 
spirit, and ho Httle acrimony, perhaps not oonsisto&t 
with the christiaoi meekuess which he wiahes, to iuculr 
cate. I consider, however, that London would not 
have many gracfes, or attractions, if despoiled of all the 
amusements to which, in one part of his pamphlet, he 
objects. In theory, the destraction of these vicioU9 
recreations is very fine :- but in practice, I am afraid he 
would find it quite (liffei-efnt. * * * The other parts 
of this piece are very just, and such as every person 
must subscribe to. Clergymen, in geneoai, are not 
what they ought to be ; and I think Mr. ■■ ■■ . hw 
pointed out their duties very accurately. But. I am 
' afri^id I «hall be deemed . impertinent and tiresome, in 
troubling you. with ill-timed and obtrusive opinions, and 
beg leaver therefore,, to conclude, with respects to your* 
self and Mrs. Booth, by assuring you that I am, acoprd* 
ing to custom from time immemorial, and in due form, i 
Dear sir, your obliged humble servant, 

HENRY K, WHITE. 
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TO MR. CHARLBSWORTH. 

Nottingham, r isdg. 



DEAR SIB, 



* I AM sure you will excuse me for not having immedi- 
ately answered yotur letter, when I relate the cause.— I 
was preparing, at that moment when I received yom-s, 
a volume of poems for the press, which I shall shortly 
see published. I finished and sent them ofi* for London 
last night ; and I now hasten to acknowledge your 
letter. 

I am very hs^ppy that .a^y ppem of mine should meet 
with jpwr approbation. I prefer the cool and dispassion- 
ate praise of the discriminaite /eio, to the boisterous ap- 
plauise of the cT(md. 

Our ' professions neither of them leave much leisure 
for the study of polite literature, I myself have, however, 
twMd time, if you will allo^y the metaphor ; and while I 
have made such a proficiency in the law, as has ensured 
me the regard of my gwerrwrsy I. have paid my secret 
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devoira to the ladies of Helieon. My drauglits at the 
« fountain Arethuse,' it is true, have been principally 
made at the hour of midnight, when even the guardian 
njrmphs of the well may be supposed to have slept ; they 
are, oonsequenliy, stolen and forced. I do not see any* 
thing in the connnement of our situations, in the mean- 
time, which should separate congenial minds. A litera* 
ry acquainUinee is, to me, always raluable^ and a friend^ 
whether lettered or unlettered, is highly worth cultiva- 
tion. I hope we shall both of us have enough leisure to 
keep up an intimacy which began very agreeably for 
me, and has been suffered to decay with regret. 

I am not able to do Justice to jrour unfortunate friend 
Gill ; I blew him only superficially, and yet I saw enough 
of his unassuming modesty, and simplicity of manners, 
to feel a conviction that he had a valuaUe heart. The 
verses on the other side are perhaps beneath mediocrity ; 
they are, sincerely, the work of thirty minutes this 
morning, and I send them to you with all their imper- 
fections on their head. 

Perhaps they will have sufficient merit for the Not* 
tinffham^paper ; at least their locality will shield them a 
little in that situation, and give them an interest they 
do not otherwise possess. 

Do you think calling the Naiads of the fountains 
< Nymphs of Pson' is an allowable liberty ? The allu- 
sion is to their healthy and bracing qualities. 

Tiie last line of the seventh stanza contains an appar- 
ent pkmuumj to say no worse of it, and yet it was not 
written as such. The idea was from the shriek of DtiUh 
(personified) and the scream of the dying man. ^ 

♦ • ♦ ♦ • ' . 

ELECT 

Oceifioiiad by tJie DmUi of Ifr. GUI who was drowned in tlw River Tkent, whOe btltof , 

9thAiiflwt,lWS. 

1. 

He nnk— ill* impetaoos rhrer roll'd aloi^. 

The eoUen wave beiray'd hie dymg breath; 
And riaiM| end the nutUng eedge among. 

The gale of evening UwchM the cot^ of death. 

% 
Nvinph of the Trent ! whj didst not tbon appear 
To match tbo victim firom tl^ iskm wa«e ( 
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AtM } top lait iImni cam'st to iwibalm hit bier* 
AJmI deek wTlfa wat«r-flafB his early grmvs. 

a 

Trionmham, riding o*er its tumid prey, 

Rolb the red ttream is tanpiuinary pride ; 
WUIe anxioas crowdi» in vaui, expectant itay. 

And ask the ewDla corse from the murdering tide. 

The stealiiig tear-dvop stagnates in the eye» 
- The sadden sigh by friendship's bosom proved, 
I maik them rise — ^1 mark the general sigh : 
Unhappy yoothl and ivart thou m brioTedl 

5. 

On thee, as lone I trace the Trent^s green brink. 

When the dim twilisht shuabers on tike glade; 
On diee my thou|^ts Hiall dwell, nor Fancy shrink 

To hold mystenous conTerse with thy shade. 

6. 

Of Aee, as early I, with vagrant feet. 

Hail the gray-sandal'd mom in Colwick*s vale. 
Of diee mr sylvan reed shall warble sweet. 

And wiui-wood echoes shall repeat the tale. 

7. 
jUld, oh ! ye nym^ ofPmon I who pMside 

O'er mnnii^ nil and salatarv stream. 
Guard ye in jfiitore well the halcyon tide 

ffVom the rode Death-Shriek and the dying scream. 



TO MR. M. HARRIS. 

« 

Nottingham, Mth Maitb, UUL 
DEAR SIR, 

I WAS greatly surprised at your letter of the twenty- 
seventh, for I had in reality given you up for lost. I 
should long since have written to you, in answer to your 
note about the Lexicon, but was perfectly ignorant of 
. the place of your abode. For anything I knew to the 
contrary, you mi^ht have been quaffing the juice of the 
cocoa-nut under tne broad bananas of the Indies, breath- 
ing the invi^rating air of liberty in the broad savan- 
nas of America, or sweltering beneath the line. I had, 
however, even then, some sort of a presentiment that 
you were not quite so far removed from our foggy atmos- 
idiere, but not enough to prevent me from being aston- 
ished at finding you so near us as Leicester. You tell 
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me I must not ask you what you are doing ^ I ftm, aevcr- 
thelcBS, very anxious to know ; not so much, I flatter 
myself, from any inquisitiveness of spirit, as from a de- 
sire to hear of your welfare. Why, my friend, did you 
leave us ? possessing, as you did, if not exactly the otium 
cum dignitate^ something very like it ; having every com- 
fort and enjoyment at your gall, which the philosophical 
mind can find pleasure in } and, above all, blessed with 
that easy competencq, that sweet independence, which 
renders the fatigues of employment supportable, and 
even ajgreeable. 

Q^uod satis est^ cui contingity nihil ampliu9 opteU 
Certainly, to a man of your disposition, no situation 
could have more charms than yours at the Trent-Bridge. 
I regard those hours which | spent with you there, 
while the moon-beam was trembling on the waters, and 
the harp of Eolus was giving us its divine swells and 
dying falls, as the most sweetly tranquil of my life. 

« • • • • 

I have applied myself rather more to Latin than to 
Greek since you left us. I make use of Sohrevelius' 
Lexicon, but shall be obliged to you to buy me the Park- 
hurst, at any decent price > if possible. .Can you tell me 
any mode of joining the letters in writing in the Greek 
character ? I find it difficult enough. The following is 
my manner ; is it right ? 

I can hardlv flatter myself that you will give yourself 
the trouble of corresponding with me, as all the advan- 
tage would be on my side, without anything, to compen- 
sate for it on yours ; but — ^but in fact I do not know w^iat 
to say further^ — only, that whenever you shall think me 
worthy of a letter, I shall be highly gratified. 



TO HI3 BROTHER BTEVILLE. 

NoaiBgli0in, JOth Febnuuyi 1803^ 
DEAR NBVILLS, 

Now with regard to the snbseription, I shall certakilj 
«gree to this mode of publication, and I am very much 
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obliged to you for what you say regarding it. But we 
must wait (except among your private friends) until we 
et Lady Derby's answer, and Prop&sdh are printed. 
think we shall readily raise 350, though Nottingham 
is the worst place imaginable for anything of that kind. 
Even envy will interfere. I shall send proposals to 
Chesterfield, to my uncle ; to Sheffield, to Miss Gales', 
(booksellers,) whom I saw at Chesterfield, and who have 

lately sent me a pressing invitation to S , aecompi^- 

nied with a desire of Montgomery (the Poet Paul Positive) 
to see me ; to Newark — Allen and Wright, my friends 
there, (the latter a bookseller ; ) and I think if they were 
stitched up with all the Monthly Mirrors, it would pro- 
mote the subscription. You ai^e not to take any money ; 
that would be absolute begging : the subscribers put 
down their names, and pay the bookseller of whom they 
get the copy. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVUXE. 

Nottingham, lOkh Uaxttf, 1803. 
PEAR NEVaLE, 

I AM cured of patronage hunting ; I will not expose 
myself to any more similar mortifications, but shall 
thank you to send the manuscripts to Mr. Hill, with a 
note, stating that I had written to the Dutchess, and re- 
ceiving no answer, you had called, and been informed 
by a servant, that in all probability she never read the 
letter, as she desired to know iehat the book was kft there 
for ; that you had in consequence, come away with the 
manuscripts, under a conviction that your brother would 
give Her Grace no further trouble. State also, that you 
have received a letter from me, expressing a desire that 
the publication might be proceeded on without any fur- 
ther solicitation or delay. 

A name of eminence was, nevertheless, a most de-^ 
sirable thing to me in Nottingham, as it would attach 
more respectability to the subscription ; but I see all fur- 
ther efforts will only be productive of procrastination » 

20 



♦ ♦ ♦ * *. i ' 
I thjak you may as* well begin to obtaia subscribers 
imoQgst friends now, thovigh the proposals may not be 
ifloued at pre^nt« 

I have got twenty-three, without making the afiair 
public at all, among my immediate acqudintance ; and 
mind, I neither solicit nor draw the conversation to the 
Mibject, but a rumor has got abroad, and has been re- 
ceived more favorably than I expected. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Nottiaghsn, fia May, 18Q8. 
DEAR NEVILLE, 

I HAVE just gained a piece of intelligence which much 
vexes me. Robinson, the bookseller, knows that I have 
written to the Dutchess of Devonshire, and he took the 
liberty (certainly an unwarrantable one) to mention it 
to * * *, whose * * * was inscribed to Her 
Grace. Mr. * * * said, that unless I had got a friend 
to deliver the poems, personally^ into the hands of Her 
Grace, it was a hundred to one that they ever reached 
her ; that the porter at the lodge burns scores of letters 
and packets a day, and particularly all letters by the t\yo- 
penny post are consigned to the fire. The rest, if they 
are not particularly excepted, as inscribed with ap(m 
iMfM on the back, are thrown into a closet, to be i^eclaim- 
ed at leisure. He said, the way he proceeded was this: 
— He left his card at her door, and the next day called^ 
^and was admitted. Her Grace then gave him permis- 
sion, with this proviso, that the dedication was as short 
as possible, and contained no compliments, as the Duke 
had taken offence at some such compliments. 

Now, as my letter was delivered by you at the door, 
I have scarcely a doubt that it is classed with the pen- 
ny-post letters, and burnt. If my manuscripts are 
destroyed, I am ruined, but I hope it is otherwise. 
However, I think you had better call immediately, an4 
ask for a parcel of Mr. H. White, of Nottingham. They 
will, of course, say they have no such parcel ; and then, 



perbapJB^ ybn. may have an opportutiity of asking whether 
a packet, left in the manner yon left mine, had any pro- 
bability of reaching the Dutchess. If you obtain no sat* 
isfactioni there remains no way of re-obtaining my vol« 
ume'but this (and I fear you will never agree to put in 
exeoution ;^ to leave a card, with your name inscribed, 
(Mr. 1. N. White,) and call the next day. If you are 
admitted, you #iU state to Her Grace the purport of your 
errand, ask for a volume of poems in manuscript, sent 
by your brother a fortnight ago, with a letter, (say from 
NottUigham, as a reason why I do not wait on her,) re* 

Spesting permission of dedication to her ; and that as you 
ound Her Oraoe had not received them, you had taken 
the liberty, after many inquiries at her door, to re^uesjt 
to seevhw in person. 

I hope your diffidence will not be put to this test ; 
I hope you will get the poems without trouble : as for 
begging patronage, I am tired to the soul of it, and 
shaO give it up. 



to HIS BROTHER NEVILLfi. 

NottinghaiDi — > 1809. 
DBAS IfSVILLE, 

f V 

. I wftiTE yoa, with intelligence of a very important 
nature. Tou seme time ago had an intimation of my 
wish to emter the church, in case my deafness was not 
removed. — ^About a week ago I became acquainted wil^L 
the Rev. ■ ■■ ■ ,-late of St. John's College, Cambridge, 
and in consequence of what he has said, I have finmly 
determined to enter myself of Trinity College, Cam- 
bridge, with the approbation of all my frieiids. 

Mp. ^ — says that it is a shame to keep me away 

ilhom the university, and that circumstances are of no 
importance. He says, that if I am entered of Trinity^ 
where they are all sekct meuj I must necessarily^ with my 
abilities, arrive at preferment. He says he will be an- 
swerable that the first year I shall obtain a scholarship, 
GOT an exhibition adequate to my support. That by the 
time I have been of five years' standing, I shall of course 
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become a Fellow ^2001. a-year ;) that witk the FeUow^^ 
Aip i may hold a Professorship, (6001. per aanunii) and 
a living or cifraogr, until better preferments «oour» He 
says, that there is no tmceriaintjf in the church to a tndy 
pious man, and a man of abilities and eloquenoe*. That 
those who are unproyided for, are generally men who, 
having no interest, are idle drones, or dissolute debau- 
chees, and therefore ought not to e^;)ect advancement. 
That a poet, in particular, has the means of patronage 
in his pen : and that, in one word, no young man ^can 
enter the church (except he be of famfly^ with better 
prospects than myself. On the other hana, Mr. Enfield 
has himself often observed, that my deafness will be an 
insuperable obstacle to me as an attorney, and has said 
how unfortunate a thing it was for me not to have known 
of the growing defect, in my organs of hearing, before 
I articled myself Under these circumstances, I con* 
ceive I should be culpable did I let go so good an oppor* 

tunity as now occurs. Mr* will write to all his 

university friends, and he says there is so much liberali* 
ty there, that they will never let a young man of talents 
be turned from his studies by w^nt of cash. 

Yesterday I spoke to Mr. Enfield, and he, with unex- 
ampled generosity, said that he saw clearly what an ad^ 
vantaeeous thing it would be for me ; that I must be 
sensible what a great loss he and Mr. Coldham would 
suffer ; but that he was certain neither he, nor Mr.. 

C— , could oppose themselves to anything which 

was so much to my advantage. When Mr. C re- 
turns from London, the matter will be setUed with my 
mother. 

All my mother's friends seem to think this an excel- 
lent thing for me, and will do all in their power to for^ 
ward me. 

Now we come to a very important part of the busi- 
ness — the means. I shall go widi my friend Robert, in 
the capacity of Sizer^ to whom the expense is not more 
than 601. per annum. Towards this sum my mother 
will contribute 201., being what she allows me now for 
clothes ; (by this means she will save my board :)^ and, 
for the residue, I must trust to getting a Scholarship, or 
Chapel Clerk's post. But, in onier to make this residua 
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cerfom, 1 shall, at the expiration of twelve months, pub- 
lish a second Volrnne of poems by subscription. 



My frieiicf, Mr. 



says, that so far as his means. 



wdl go, r shall never ask assistance in vain. He has 
' but a small income, though of great family. He has 
just lost two rectories' by scruples of consdence, and 

now preaches at for 801. a-year. The following 

letter' he put into my hand as I was leaving him, after 
having breakfasted with him yesterday. He put it into 
my hand, and requested me not to read it until I got 
home. It is a breach of trust letting you see it, but 1 
wish you to khow his character. 
^ My dear Sir, 
* I sincerely wish I had it in my power to render you 
any essential service, to facilitate your passing through 
College : believe me, I have the wt'K, but not the meaw. 
Should the enclosed be of any service, either to purchase 
books, or for other pocket expenses, I request your ac- 
, ceptance of it ; but must entreat you not to notice it, 
dtyr to mysetf^ or any living creature. I pray God that 
you may employ those talents that he has given you to 
his glory, and to the benefit of his people. I have great 
" fears for you ; liie temptations of College are great. 
Believe me very sincerely yours. 



The enclosure was 21, 2s. I could not refuse what 
was so delicately offered, though I was sorry to take it : 
he is truly an amiable character. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVHXE. 



Nottingham, 



aaoa. 



DEARNBTILLB, 



Tou may conceive with what emotions I read your 
brotherly letter ; I feel a very great degree of aversion 
to burdening my family any more than I have done, and 
now do ; but an offer so delicate and affectionate I can 

20* 
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' not refiise, and if I should need pecuniary assbtanoe, 
which I am in hopes I shall not, ai Uatt q^ ihefir^ y«#r» 
I shall without a moment's hesitation apply to my 
l^rother Neville. 

My college schemes yet remain in a considerable de* 
gree of uncertainty ; I am very uneasy thereabouts, i 
have not heard from Cambridge yet, and it is very 
doubtful whether there be a vacant Sia^rship in Trinity : 
so that I can write you no further information on this 

head. 

« * * • « 

. I suppose you have seen my review in this month's 
Mirror, and that I need not comment upon it ;. such a 
review I neither expected, nor in fact deserve. 

I shall not send up the Mirror, thi^ month, on this ac- 
count, as it is policy to keep it ; and you have, no doubt, 
received one from Mr. Hill. 

The errors in the Greek quotation I perceived the 
moment I got down the first copies, and altered them, 
in. most, with the pen ; they are very unlucky ; I have 
sent lip the copies for the reviews myself, in order that 
I might make the correction in them. 

I have got now to write letters to all the reviewers, 
and hope you will excuse my abrupt conclusion of this 
letter on that scores 

I am, dear Neville, affectionately yours, 

H. K. WHITE. 

I shall write to Mr. Hill now the first, thing ; I owe 
much to him. 



TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

Nottingbam, 



HT DEAR BEN, 



Ayn now, my dear Ben, I must confess your letter 
gave me much pain ; there is a tone of de^spondence in 
it which I must condemn, inasmuch as it is occasioned 
hy oivcumstances which do not involve your own exer- 
tions, but which are utterly independent of yourself: if 
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yott do jnour duty, why lament that it is notfroductiM 9 
In Whftterer situation we may be [rfaced, there is a duty 
we oWe to God and religion : it is resignation ; — ^nay, f 
may say, contentment. All things are in the hands of 
God ; and shall we mortals (if We do not absolutely re« 
pine at his dispensations) be fretful under them ? I do 
beseeeh you, my dear Ben, summon up the Christian 
within you, and steeled with holy fortitude go on your 
way i^joicin^ ! There is a species of morbid sensibility 
to which I myself have often been a victim, which preys 
upon my heart, and, without giving birth to one actively 
useful or benevolent feeling, does but brood on selfish 
sorrows, and magnify its own misfortunes. The evils 
of such a sensibility, I pray to God you may never feel ; 
but I would have you beware, for it grows on persons 
of a certain disposition before they are aware of it. 

I am sorry my letter gave you pain, and I trust my 
suspicions were without foundation. Time, my dear 
Ben, is the discoverer of hearts, and I feel a sweet con- 
fidence that he will knit ours yet more closely together. 

I believe my lot in life is nearly fixed ; 6l month wUl 
tell me whether I am to be a minister of Christ, ini&ie 
established church, or <nU. One of the two, I am now 
finally resolved, if it please God, to be. I know my own 
unworthiness : I feel deeply that I am far from being 
that pure and undefiled temple of the Holy Ghost that a 
minister of the word of life ought to be, yet still I have 
an unaccountable hope that the Lord will sanctify my 
efforts, that he will purify me, and that I shall become 
his devoted servant. 

I am at present under afflictions and contentions of 
spirit, heavier than I have yet ever experiehced. I 
think, at times, I am mad, and destitute of religion. My 
pride is not yet subdued : the unfavorable review (in.the 
* Monthly ') of my unhappy work, has cut deeper than 
you could have thought ; not in a literary point of view, 
but as it affects my respectability. It represents me ac- 
tually as a beggavj going about gathering money to put 
myself at College, when my book is worthless ; and this 
with every appearance of candor. They have been sadly 
misinformed respecting me : this Review goes before me 
wherever I turn my steps ; it haunts me incessantly, and 
I am persuaded it is an instrument in the hands of Satan 
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to drive me. to distraction. I must leare Nottingham/ 
If the answer of the Elland Society be unfavorable, I 
purpose writing to the Marquis of Wellesley, to offer my- 
self as a student at the academy he has instituted at 
Fort William, in Bengal, and at the proper age to take 
orders there. The missionaries at that place have, done 
wonders already, and I should, I hope, be a valuable 
laborer in the vineyard. If the Marquis take no notice 
of my application, or do not accede to my proposal, I 
shall place myself in some other way of making a meet 
preparation for th^ holy office, either in the Galvinistic 
Academy, or in one of the Scotch Universities, where I 
shall be able to live at scarcely any expense. 



TO ME. fi. A- 

Nottmghain, ISth* April, 1804. 
MT DEAR ROBEBTi 

I HAVE just received your letter. Most fervently do I 
return thanks to Ood for this providential opening ; it 
hsLB^ breathed new animation into me, and my breast 
expands with the prospect of becoming the minister of 
Christ where I most d^esired it ; but where I almost fear- 
ed all probability of success was nearly at an end. . In- 
deed, I had begun' to turn my thoughts to the dissenters, 
as people of whom I was destined, not by choice, but 
necessity, to become the pastor. Still, although I knew 
I should be happy anywhere, so that I were a profitable 
laborer in. the vineyard, I did, by no means, feel that 
calm, that indescribable satisfaction which I do, when I 
look toward that church, which I think, in the main, 
formed on the apostolic model, and from which I am 
decidedly of opinion there is no positive grounds for dis- 
sent. I return thanks to God for keeping me so long in 
suspense, for I know it has been beneficial to my soul, 
and I feel a considerable trust that the way is now about 
to be made clear, and that ^y doubts and fears on this 
head will, in due time, be removed. 

Could I be admitted to St. John's, I conclude, from 
what I have heard, that my provision would be adequate> 
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not otherwise. Prom my mother I could depend on 15 
or 201. a-year, if she live, toward college expenses, and 
I could spend the long vacation at home. The 201. per 
annum from my brotner would suffice for clothes, &c. ; 
so that if I could procure 201. a-year more, as you seem 
to think I may, by the kindness of Mr. Martyn, I con- 
ceive I might, with economy, be supported at College ; 
of this, however, you are the best judge. 

You may conceive how much I feel obliged by Mr. 
Martyn on this head, as well as to you, for your un- 
wearying exertions. Triily, friends have risen up to 
me in quarters where I could not have expected them» 
and they have been raised, as it were, by the finger of 
God. I have reason, above all men, to be grateful to 
the Father of all mercies for his loving-kindness towards 
me ; surely no one can have had more experience of the 
fatherly concern with which God watches over, protects^ 
and succours his chosen seed, than I have had ; and 
surely none could have less expected such a manifesta* 
tion of his grace, and none could have less merited it9 

continuanoe. 

• « • • • 

In pursuance of your injunction, I shall lay aside Gro- 
tius^and take up Cicero and Livy, or Tacitus. In Greek 
I must rest contented for the ensuing fourteen days with 
the Testament ; I shall then have conquered the Gospels^ 
and« if things go on smoothly, the Acts. I shall then 
read Homer, and perhaps Plato's Pha^don, which I late- 
ly picked up at a stall. My classical knowledge is very 
superficial ; it has very little depth or solidity ; but 1 
have really so small a portion of leisure, that. I wonder 
at the progress I do make. I believe I must copy the 
old divines, in rising at four o'clock : for ray evenings 
are so much taken up with visiting the sick, and with 
young men who come for religious conversation, that 
there is but little time for study. 
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MY DEAR BEN, 


Nottinfliam, 34Ui April, 1804 



Truly I am grieved, that whenever I undertake to be 
the messenger of glad tidings, I should frustrate my own 
design, and communicate to my good intelligence a tint 
of sadness, as it were by contagion. Most joyfully did 
I sit down to write my last, as I knew I had wherewith 
to administer comfort to you ; and yet, after all, I find 
that, by gloomy anticipations, I have converted my bal- 
sam into bitterness, and have by no means imparted 

' that unmixed pleasure which I wished to do. 

Forebodings and dismal calculations are, I am con- 
vinced, very useless, and I think very pernicious specu* 
lations — ' Sufficient for the day is the evil thereof — And 
yet how apt are we, when imminent trials molest us, to 
increase the burden by melancholy ruminations on fa- 
ture evils ! — evils which exist only in our own imagina- 
tions — ^and which, should they be realized, will certainly 
arrive in time to oppress us sufficiently without our ad* 
ding to their existence by previous apprehension, and 
thus volunt&rily incurring the penalty of misfortunes yet 
in perspective, and trials yet unborn. Let us gvard, 
then, I beseech you, against these ungrateful divinations ^ 
into the ^omb of futurity — we know our affairs are in 
the hands of one who has wisdom to do for us beyond 
our narrow prudence, and we cannot, by taking thought, 

' avoid any afflictive dispensation which God's providence 
may have in store for us. Let us therefore enjoy with 
thankfulness the present sunshine, without adverting to 
the coming storm. Few and transitory are the inter- 
vals of calm and settled day with which we are cheered 
in the tempestuous voyage of life ; we ought therefore 
to enjoy them, while they last, with unmixed delight, 
and not turn the blessing into a curse by lamenting that 
it^cannot endure without interruption. We, my beloved 
friend^ are united in our affections by no common bands 
— bands which, I trust, are too strong to be easily dis- 
severed-^yet we know not what God may intend with 
respect to us, nor have we any business to inquire — we 
should rely on the mercy of our Father, who is in hea- 
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ven — and if we are to anticipate, we should hope the 
best. I stand self-accused therefore for my prurient, 
and, I may say, irreligious fears. A prudent foresight, 
as it may guard us firom many impending dangers, is 
laudable ; but a morbid propensity to seisse and brood 
over future iUs, is agonizing, while it is utterly ueelesB, 
and therefore ought to be repressed. 

I have received intelligence, since writing the above, 
which ne9.rly settles my future destination. 'A in- 
forms me that Mr. Martyn, a Fellow of St. John's, has 
about 201. a-year to dispose of towards keeping a reli- 
gious man at College — and he seems convinced that if 
my mother allows me 201. a-year more, I may live at St. 
JohrCs provided I could gain admittance, which, at that 
college, is difficult, unless you have previously stood in 
the list for a year. Mr. Martyn thinks, if I propose my- 
self immediately, I shall get upon the foundation, and 
by this day's post I have transmitted testimonials of my 
classical acquirements. In a few days, therefore, I hope 
to hear that lam on the boards of St. John's. 

Mr. Dashwood has informed me, that he also has re- 
ceived a letter from a gentleman, a magistrate near 
Cambridge, offering me all the assistance in his power 
towards getting through the College, so as there be no 
obligation. My way therefore is now pretty clear. 

I have just risen from my knees, returning thanks to 
our heavenly Father for this providential opening — ^my 
heart is quite full. Help me to be grateful to him, and 
pray that I may be a faithful minister of his word. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Nottingham 
MY DEAR NEVILLE, 

I SIT down with unfeigned pleasure to write, in com- 
pliance with your request, that I would explain to j^u 
the real doctrines of the Church of England, of, what 
is the same thing, of the Bible. The subject is most 
important, inasmuch as it affects that part of man which 
is incorruptible, and which must exist forever — ^his soul. 
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When God made tlie brate cfeali(»i, he vmrdy einbodi^ 
ed tiie dust of the earth, and gave it the power of loco* 
motion, or of moTing about, and <^ ejpstiog ia a certain 
sphere. In order to afford mute animals a rule of ac* 
tion, by which they might be kept alive, he implanted 
IB them certain instincts, from which they can never 
depart. Such is that of self-preservation, and the selec^ 
tion of proper food. But he not only endued man with 
these powers, but he gave him mindf or spirit — ^a fac- 
ulty which enables him to ruminate on the objects which 
he does not see — ^to compare impressions — to invent — and 
to, feel pleasure and paiU) when their causes are eith^ 
gone or pasty or lie in the future. This is what consti- 
tutes the human soul. It is an immaterial essence — ^no 
one knows what it consists of, or where it resides ; the 
brain and the heart are the organs which it most seems 
to affect ; but it would be absurd to infer therefrom, that 
the material organs of the heart and the brain consti- 
tute the soul, seeing that the impressions of the mind 
sometimes affect one organ and sometimes the other. 
Thus, when any of the passions — ^love, hope, fear, pleas- 
ure, or pain, are excited, we feel them at our heart. 
When we discuss a topic of cool reasoning, the process 
is carried on in the brain ; yet both parts are in a great- 
er or less degree acted upon on all occasions, and we 
may therefore conclude, that the soul resides in neither 
individually, but is an immaUriai spirit, which occasion- 
ally impresses the one, and occasionally the other. That 
the sou] is immaterial, has been proved to a mathemati- 
cal demonstration. When we strike, we lift up our arm 
— ^when we walk, we protrude our legs alternately — ^but 
when we think, we move no organ : the reason depends 
on no action of matter, but seems as it were to hover 
over us, to regulate the machine of our bodies, and to 
meditate and speculate on things abstract as well as sim- 
ple, extraneous as well as connected with our individu- 
al welfare, without having any bond which can unite it 
with our gross corporal bodies. The flesh is like the 
temporary tabernacle which the soul inhabits, governs, 
'and r^ulates ; but as it does not consist in any organi- 
sation of matter, our bodies may die, and return to the 
dpst from whence they were takeii, while our souls — ^in- 
corporal essences — are incapable of death and annihila- 
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tion: The qiititi is tk^t portioi^ of 6od'9 ow& immortal 
nature, whioh he breathed into cmr clay at our births 
and which therefore cannot be destroyed, but will con^- 
tinue to exist when its earthly habitation is- minted 
with its parent dust. We must admit, therefore, what 
all a^es and nations, savage^ as well as civilize, have 
acknowledged, that we have souls, and that, as they 
are incorporal, they do not die with our bodies, but are 
necessarily immortal. The question then naturally aris- 
es, what becomes of them after death ? Here man of 
his own wisdom must stop : — but God has thought fit, 
in his mercy, to reveal to us in a great measure the se-* 
oret of our natures, and in the Holy Scriptures we find 
a plain and intelligible account of the purposes of our 
existence, and the things we have to expect in the world 
to come. And here I shall just remaiic, that the authen- 
ticity and divine inspiration of Moses are established be^; 
yond a doubt, and that no learned man can possibly deny 
their authority. Over all nations, even among the 
savages of America, cut out as it were from the eastern 
world, there are traditions extant of the flood, of Noah, 
Moses, and other patriarchs, by names which come so 
near the proper ones, as to remove all doubt of their 
identity. You know mankind is continually increasing 
in number ; and consequently, if you make a oalculation 
backwards, the numbers must continue lessening and 
lessening, until you come to^a point where there was 
only one man* Well, according to the most probable 
calculation, this point will be found to be about 6,800 
years back, viz. the time of the creation, making allow- 
ance for the flood. Moreover, therfe are appearances- 
upon the surface of the globe, which denote the manner 
in which it was founded, and the process thus developed 
will be found to agree vcfry exactly with the figurative 
account of Moses. — (Of this I shall treat in a subsequent 
letter.) — ^Admitting then, that the books of the Penta- 
teuch were written by divine inspiration, we see laid 
before us the whole historyof our race, and, including 
the Prophets, and the New Testament, the whole scheme 
of our future existence : we learn, in the first place, that 
God created man in a state of perfect happiness, that he 
was placed in the midst of everything that could delight 
the eye, or fascinate the mind, and that he had only 

21 
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one comtnand imposed upon him, which he vtbb to ke^ 
under the penalty of death. This command God has 
been pleased to cover to our eyes with impenetrable 
obscurity. Moses, in the figurative language of the 
East, calls it eating the fruit of the Tree of &iowledge 
of Good and Evil. But this we can understand, that 
man rebelled against the command of his Maker, and 
plunged himself by that crime from a state of bliss to a 
state of sorrow, and in the end, of death. — By death 
hereis meant, the exclusion of the soul from future hap- 
piness. It followed, that if Adam fell from bliss, his 
posterity must fall, for the fruit must be like the parent 
stock ; and a man made as it were dead, must likewise 
bring forth children under the same curse. — Evil cannot 
beget good. 

But the benign Father of the universe had pity upoi^ 
Adam and his posterity, and, knowing the frailty of our 
nature, he did not wish to assume the whole terrors of 
his just vengeance. Still God is a being who is infinitely 
just^ as well as infinitely merciful^ and therefore his de- 
crees are not to be dispensed with, and his offended jus- 
tice must have expiation. The case of mankind was 
deplorable ; — myrisids yet unborn were implicated by the 
crime of their common progenitor in general ruin. But 
the mercy of God prevailed, and Jesus Christ, the Mea.-? 
sias, of whom all ages ^ talked before he came down 
amongst men, offered himself up as an atonement for 
man^s crimes. — The Son of God himself, infinite in mer- 
cy, offered to take up the human form, to undergo the 
severest pains of human life, and the severest pangs of ^ 
death ; he offered 'to lie ynder the power of the grave 
for a certain period, and, in a word, to sustain all the 
punishment of our primitive disobedience in the stead 
of man. The atonement was infinite ; because God's 
justice was infinite ; and nothing but such an atonement 
could have saved the fallen race. 

The death of Christ then takes away the stain of 
original sin, and gives man at least the power of attaining 
eternal bliss. Still our salvation is conditional, and we 
have certain requisitions to comply with ere we can be 
secure of heaven. — The next question then is, What are 
the conditions on which we are to be saved ? The word 
of God here comes in again in elucidatio?! nC our duty :. 
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the chief point insisted upon is, that we should keep 
God's Law contained in the Ten Commandments ; but 
as the omission or breach of one article of the twelve ta* 
bles is a crime just of as gr^at magnitude as the original 
sin/and entails the penalty on U9 as much as if we Jiad 
infringed the whole, God, seeing our frailty, provided a 
means of effecting our salvation, in which nothing should 
be required of us but reliance on his truth. — God sent 
the Saviour to bear the weight of our sins ; he, there- 
fore, requires us to believe implicitly, that through his 
blood we shall be accepted. This is the succedaneum 
yrhich he imposed in lieu of the observance of the moral 
law. Faith ! Believe, and ye shall be saved. — He 
requires from us to throw ourselves upon the Redeemer, 
to look for acceptance through h^jn alone, to regard our- 
selves as depraved, debased, fajlen creatures, who can 
do nothing worthy in his sight, and who only hope for 
mercy tluou^h the Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. 
Faith is the foundation-stone ; Faith is the superstruct- 
ure ; Faith is all in all. — ' By Faith are ye saved ; by 
Faith are ye justified.' 

How easy, my dear- Neville, are the conditions God 
imposes upon ua ! He only commands us to feel the tio 
of common gratitude, to trust in the mediation of his 
Son, and all ^mU be forgWen us. And shall our pride, 
our deluded imaginations, our false philosophy, interfere 
to blind our- eyes to the beauties of so benevolent, so 
benign a system ?— Or shall earthly pleasures engross 
all our thoughts, nor leave space for a care for our 
souls ? — God forbid. As for Faith, • if our hearts are 
hardened, and we cannot feel that implicit, that fervent 
belief, which the Scripture requires, let us pray to God, 
that he will send his Holy Spirit down upon us, that he 
will enlighten our understanding with the knowledge of 
that truth which is too vast, too sublime for human un- 
derstandings, unassisted by Divine Grace, to compre- 
hend. 

I have here drawn a hasty outline of the gospel-plan 
of salvation. In a future' letter I shall endeavour to fill 
it up. At present I shall dnly say, think on these things ! 
— ^They are of moment inconceivable. — Read your Bible, 
in order to confirm yourself in these sublime truths, and 
pray to God to sanctify to you the instructions it contains. 
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At present I would turn your attention, exclusively, to 
the New Testament. Read also the book which accom- 
panies this letter ;— it is by the great Locke, and will 
serve to show you what so illustrious a philosopher 
thought of Revelation. 



TO MR. R. A- 



:iffCtiagli«M»BUr7t|i,18(H. ' ./ 

DEAR BOBEET, ' ' ! 

• 4 • « • ' 

Yep don't know how I long to hear how your decln- 
mation was received, and ^all about it,' as we say in. 
these parts. I hope to see it, when I see its author ahd 
pronouncer. Themistocles, no doikbt, rfectived'due praise 
from you for his valor and subtkty; but I tru^t you pour- 
ed down a torrent of eloquent indication' upon the riilin'^ 
principles of his actions and the motive of his conduct, 
while you exalted the mild and iSinassUming virtues of 
his more amiable rival. The object- of Th^mistocl^ 
was the aggrandizement of himself, that of Aristides the 
welfare and prosperity of the state. • The one end^v- 
oured to swell the glory of his country; the other tb* 
promote its security, external and internal, foreign and\ 
domestic. While you estimated the services which The- 
mistodes rendered to the state, in opposition to those of 
Aristides, you of course remembered that the former had' 
the largest scope for action, and that he influenced hts 
countrymen to fall into all his plans, while they banished 
his competitor, not by his superior wisdom or goodness,' 
but by those intrigues and factious artifiets which Aristi*' 
des would have disdained. Themistocles certainly did 
use bad means to a desirable end : and if we may assume* 
it as an axiom, that Providence will forward the designs- 
of a good sooner than those of a bad man ; whaterer in- 
equality of abilities there may be between the two char- 
acters, it will follow that, had Athens remained under 
the guidance of Aristides^ it would have been better for 
her. The difference between Themistocles and Aristideft 
seems to me to be this : That the fonner was a wise and 
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tLfniwuUB iDan ; and that the latter, though he had equal 
wisdom, had not equal good fortune. We may admire 
the heroic qualities and the crafty policy of the one, but 
to the temperate and disinterested patriotism, the good 
and virtuous dispositions of the other, we can alone give 
the meed of heart-felt praise. 

I only mean by this, that we must not infer Themis- 
todies to have been the better or the greater man, because 
he rendered more essential services to the state than 
Aristides, nor even that his system was the most judi- 
cious, — ^but only, that, by decision of character, and by 
good fortune, his measures succeeded best. 

• • • • « 

The rules of composition are, in my opinion, very few. 
If we have a mature acquaintance with our subject, 
there is little fear of our expressing it as We ought, pro- 
vided we have had some little experience in writing. The 
first thing to be aimed at is perspicuity. That is the 
great point, which, once attained, will make all other 
obstacles smooth to us. In order to write perspicuously, 
we should have a perfect knowledge of the topic on which 
we are about to treat, in all its bearings and dependen- 
cies. We should think well beforehand what will be 
the clearest method of conveying the drift of our design. 
This Is similar to what the painters call the massing, or 
getting the effect of the more prominent lights and shades 
oy broad dashes of the pencil. When our thesis is well 
arranged in our mind, and we have predisposed our ar- 
guments, reasonings, and illustrations, so as they shall 
all conduce to the object in view, in regular sequence 
and gradation, we may sit down and express our ideas 
in as clear a manner as we can, always using such words 
as are most suited to our purpose ; and when two modes 
of expression, equally luminous, present themselves, se- 
lecting that which is the most harmonious and elegants 

It sometimes happens that writers, in aiming at per- 
spicuity, overreach themselves, by employinff too many 
words, and perplex the mind by a miiltiplicity of illus- 
trations. This is a very fatal error. Circumlocution 
seldom conduces to plainness ; and you may take it as a 
maxim, that, when once an idea is clearly expressed^ every 
additional stroke will only confuse the mind, and dimin- 
ish the effect. 

21* 
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: When you have once learned to etpress yourself witk 
clearness and prppriety, you will soon arrive at. elegance. 
Everything else, in fact, will follow as of course. But 
I warn you not to invert the order of things, and be pay* 
ing your addresses to the Graces, when you ought to be 
studying perspicuity. Young writers, in generaJ, are too 
solicitous to round off their periods, and regulate the ca* 
deuces of their style. Hence the feeble pleonasms and 
idle repetitions which deform their pages. . If you would 
have your compositions vigorous, and masculine in their 
tone, let every word tell ; and when you detect your- 
self polishing off a sentence with expletives, regard 
yourself in exactly the same predicament with a poet 
who should eke out the measure of his verses with ti* 
tum, titom, tee, sir." 
So much for style 



TO MR. R. A- 



Wotrlmhaw, 9lh BCay, 1804. 
BIY DEAR FRIEND, 

. • • * • 

I HAVE not spoken as yet to Messrs. Coldham and En- 
field. Your injunction to suspend so doing, has left me 
in a state of mind, which, I /think, I am blamable for 
indulging, but which is indescribably painful. I had no 
sleep last night, partly from anxiety, and partly from 
the effects of a low fever, which has preyed on my 
nerves for the last six or seven days. I am afraiid, 
Robert, my religion is very superficial. I ought not to 
feel this distrust of God's providence. Should I now be 
prevented from going to College, I shall regard it as a 
just punishment for my want of faith. 
, I conclude Mr. Martyn has failed in procuring the aid 
he expected ? Is it so ? 

On these contingencies, Robert, you must know from 
my peculiar situation, I shall never be able to get to col- 
lege. My mother, at aU times averse, has lately been 
pressed by one of the deacons of Castlegate Meeting, to 
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ivevail on me to go to Dr: WiUkuns* This idea now 
fills her head, and she would feel no small degree of 
pleasure in the failure of my resources for College. Be* 
sides this, h«r natural anxiety for my welfare will never 
allow her to permit me to go to the university depending 
almost entirely on herself, knowing not only the inade* 
quaeyj but the great uncertainty, of her aid. Coldham 
and Enfield must likewise be satisfied that my way is 
clear : I tremble, I almost despair. A variety of con* 
tending emotions, which I cannot particularize, agitate 
my mind. I tremble lest I should have mistaken my 
call : these are solemn warnings : — ^but no — I cannot en- 
tertain the thought. To the ministry I am devoted I 
believe, by Ck^d ; in w^at way must be left to his provi- 
dence. 



DEAR NEVILLE, 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVIIXE. 

Nottingbam, June, 1804. 



In answer to your question, whether the Sizers have 
any duties to perform, I answer, No. Somebody, per- 
haps, has been hinting that there are servUe offices to 
be performed by Sizers. It is a common opinion, but 
perfectly erroneous. The Oxford servitorsj I believe, 
have many unpleasant duties ; but the Sizers at Cam* 
bridge only difier from the rest in name. 



TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

Nottingham, Jane, IStli, 1804. 



AIT DEAR BEN, 



I DO not sit down to write you a long letter, for I have 
been too much exhausted with mathematics to have 
much vigor of mind left^ my lines will therefore be 
wider than they are wont to be, and I shall, for once, 
be obliged to diffuse a little matter over a broad surface 
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For a consolatory letter I trust you hare little need, ag 
by this time you have no doubt learned to meet with 
ealmness, those temporary privations and inconvenien- 
ees which, in this life, we must expect, and therefore 
should be prepared to encounter. 

* • • • • 

This is true — this is Christian philosophy : it is a phi- 
losophy in which we must all, sooner or later, be insti- 
tuted, and which, if you steadfastly persist in seeking, I 
am sure Gk)d will assist you to your manifest comfort 
and peace. 

There art sorrows, and there are misfortunes which 
bow down the spirit beyond the aid ot all human com- 
fort. Of these, I know, my dear Ben, you have had 
more than common experience ; but while the cup of 
life does overflow with draughts of such extreme asperi- 
ty, we ought to fortify ourselves against leseer evils, as 
unimportant to man, who has much heavier woes to 
expect, and to the Christian, whose joys are laid be- 
yond the verge of mortal existence. There are afflio* 
tions, there are privations, where death and hopes irre- 
coTERABLT blasted leave no prospect of retrieval ; when 
I would no more say to the mourner, ^ Man, wherefore 
weepest thou ? ' than I would ask the winds why they 
blew, or the tempest why it raged. Sorrows like these 
are sacred ; but the inferior troubles of partial separation, 
vexatious occupation, and opposing current of human 
affairs are such as ought not, at least immoderately, to 
affect a Christian, but rather ought to be contemplated 
as the necessary accidents of life, and disregarded while 
their pains are more sensibly felt. 

Do not think, I beseech you, my desr Ben, that I wish 
to represent your sorrows as light or trivial ; I know 
they are not light ; I know they are not trivial ; but I 
wish to induce you to summon up the man within you ; 
and while those unhappy troubles, which you cannot 
alleviate, must continue to torment you, I would exhort 
you to rise superior to the crosses of life, and show 
yourself a genuine disciple of Jesus Christ, in the endu- 
rance of evil without repining, or unavailable lamenta- 
tions. 

Blessed as you are, with the good testimony of approv- 
ing conscience, and happy in an intimate communion 
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with the cill-pure and allHnerciful God, Aeaetis^ng 
concerns ought not to molest you ; nay, were the tide 
of adversity to tiirn strong against you, even were your 
fHends to forsake you, and abject poverty to stare you 
in the face, you ought to be abundantly thankful to God 
for his mercies to you ; you ought to consider yourself 
still as rich, yea, to look around you, and say, I am far 
happier than the sons of men. 

This is a system of philosophy which, for myself, I 
shall riot only preach, but practise. We are here for 
nobler purposes than to waste the fleeting moments of 
our lived in lamentations and wailings over troubles, 
Which, in their widest extent, do but meet the present 
state,'and which, perhaps, only regatd our pers<Mial eais^ 
and prosperity. Make me an outcast — a beggar ; plaoe 
me a bare-footed pilgrim on the top of the Alps or the 
Pyrenes, and I should have wherewithal to sustain the 
spirit within me, in the reflection that all this was but 
as for a moment, sad that a period would come when 
wrong, and injury, and trouble should be no more* Arp 
we to be so utterly enslaved by habit and aaspciatiozi} 
that we shall spend otar lives in anxiety and bitter care, 
only that we may find a covering for our bodies, or the 
means of assua^g hunger ? for what else is an anxiety 
ecfter the world ? Or aije even the followers of Christ 
themselves to be infected with the inane, the childish 
^iesire of heaping together wealth ? Were a man, in th^ 
' way of making a lairge fcHrtune, to take up his hat and 
stick, and say, ^ I am useless here, and unhappy ; I will 
go and abide with the Gentoo or the Paraguay, where I 
shall be happy and useful,' he would be laughf^i at ; but 
I say he would prove himself a more reasonable and 
virtuous man, than him who binds himself down to a 
business which he dislikes, because it would be account- 
ed strange, or foolish, to abandon so good a concern, 
and who heaps up wealth, for which he has little relish, 
because the world accounts it policy. . 

I will refrain from pursuing this tone of reasoning; I 
knciw the weakness of human nature, and I know that 
we may argue with a deal of force, to show the A>lly of 
gfrief, when we ourselves are its passive victims. But 
wheflier strength of mind prevail with you, or whether 
you still indulge in melancholy bodings and repinings, 
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I am still your friend, nay, your sympathizing frietid. 
Hard and callous, and ' unfeeling ' as I may seem, I have 
a heart for my ever dear Benjamiii. 

HENRY K. WHITE. 



TO HIS BROTHBR NEVILLE. 

Wilford, near Nottingluuni , 1804. 

DBAR NEVILLE, 

I NOW write to* you from a little cottage at Wilford, 
where I have taken a room foi* a fortnight, as well for 
the benefit of my health, as for the advantage of lunin- 
terrupted study I live in a homely house, in a homely 
style, but am well occupied, and perfectly at my ease. 

And now, my dfear brother, I must sincerely beg par- 
don for all those manifold negledts of which I cannot 
but accuse myself towards you. When I reccdlect in- 
numerable requests in your letters, which I have not 
•noticed, and many inquiries I have not satisfied, I abnost 
.feel afraid that you will imagine I no longer regard yoUr 
letters widn brotheriy fondness, and that you witt cease 
to exercise towards me your wohted confidence aad 
friendship. Indeed, you may take my word, they have 
arisen from my peculiar circiunstance^, and not from 
any unconcern or disregard of your wishes. I am now 
bringing my affairs (laugh not at tiie word) into some 
regularity, after all the hurry and confusion in which 
they have been plunged, by the distraction of mind at- 
' tending my publication, and the projected change of my 
destination in life.. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Wilford, near Nottingham, -*—, 1804. 
DEAR NEVILLE, 

« « * * « 

1 HAVE run very much on the wrong side of the post 
here ; for having sent copies round, to such persons as 
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had given me in their names» as subscribers, with com- 
pliments, they have placed them to the account of pres*" 
ents ! 

« « * • * 

And, now my dear Neville, I must give you the most in- 
genious specimen of the inventioh of petty envy you 
perhaps ever heard of. When Addison produced * Cato,' 
it was currently received, that he had bought it of a vi- 
car for 401. The Nottingham gentry, knowing me too 
poor to buy my poems, thought they could do no better 
than place it to the account of family affection, and, lo ! 
Mrs. Smith is become the sole author, who has made 
use of her brother's name as a feint ! I heard of this 
report first covertly : it was said that Mrs. Smith was 
the principal writer : next it was said that I was the 
author of one of the inferior smaller pieces only, (' My 
Study ;') and, lastly, on mentioning the circumstances to 
Mr. A——, he confessed th^t he had heard several 
times that my ' sister was the sole quill-driver of the 
family, and that master Henry, in particular, was rather 
shallow,' but that he had refrained from telling me, be- 
cause he thought it would vex me. Now, as to the 
vexing me, it only has afforded me a hearty laugh. I 
sent my compliments to one great lady, whom I heard 
propagating this ridiculous report, and congratulated her 
on her ingenuity, telling her, as a great secret, that 
neither my sister or myself had any claim to any of the 
poems, for the right author was the Great Mogul's 
cousin-german. The best part of the story is, that my 
good friend, Benj Maddock, found means to get me to 
write verses extempore, to prove whether I could tag 
rhymes or not, which, it seems he doubted. 



VERSES BEFERSED TO IN THE FOREGOING LETTER. 

• 

Thou base repiner at anotbcr's joy. 

Whose eye turns green at merit not thine own. 
Oh, far away firom generous Britons fly. 
And find on meaner clhnes a fitter tmrone. 
Away, away, it shall not be, 
7I10U shalt not dare defile our plains ; 
The truly generous heart disdains 
Thy meaner, lowlier fires, while he 
Joys at another's joy, and smiles ut other's jollify. 
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IVitmipliuit monster ! though thy ich«nef lucc q t J — 

Sdianes laid hi AeheTon, the VmA of ikight^ ' 
Yet, .but a little .idiUey and nohly fira^. 

Thy happjT victim will emerge to light; 
When o'er DM head in silence that reposes. 

Some kindred soul shall ooma to drop a taar; 
Then will his laat cold pillow bim to roses. 

Which thoa hadst planted with the thorn severe; 
Then will diy baseness stand eonless*d, and all 
Will Qurse the ungenerous fate, that \fid^ a Poet (all. 



YzT, ah ! thy arrows are too keen, too sore : 

Couldst thou aot piteh apon another prey 1 
Aloa ! in robbing him thou robb*st the poor. 

Who only iMagt what thou wouldst take away ; 
See the lone Bard at midnight study sitting. 

O'er his pale features streams his dyim lamp; 
While o'er fond Fancy *b pale perspective flitting. 

Successive forms their fleet ideas stamp. 
Yet say, is bliss upon his brow irapress'd ; 

Does jocund Health in thought's still mansion live 1 
liO, the cold dews that on his temples rest. 

That short quick 6igh-->their sad responses give. 

And canst thou rob a Poet of his song ; 

Snatch from the bard his trivial meed of praise 1 
Small are his gains, nor does he hold them long ; 

Then leave, oh, leave him to enjoy his lays 
Wliile yet he lives — ^for to his merits just. 

Though future ages join, his fame to raise. 
Will the loud trump awake his cold unheeding dust T 



TO HR. h. MADDOdL 

Nottingham, 7th July* 1804. 



MYDEAKBEN, 



The TtaX wants of life are few ; the support of the 
body, simply, is no expensive matter ; and as we are not 
made upon silks and satins, the covering of it wiu not 
be more costly. The only superfluity I should covet 
would be books, but I have learned how to abridge that 
pleasure ; and having sold the flower of my library for 
the amazing sum of Six Guineas, I mean to try whether 
meditation will not supply the place of general reading, 
and probably, by the time I am poor and needy, I shall 
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loait upon a large library like a fasfaionable wardrobe, 
gfoodly and pleascmt, but as to the real utility, indifier«nt« 

So much for Stoicism, and now for Monaekmy — I shidl 
never, never marry ! It cannot, must not be. As to af- 
fections, mine are already engaged as much as they will 
ever be, and this is one reason why I believe my life 
mil be a life of celibacy. I pray to God that it may be 
so, and that I may be happy in that state. I love too 
ardently to make love innocent, and therefore I say 
farewell to it. Besides, I have another inducement, I 
cannot introduce a woman into poverty for my love's 
sake, nor could I well bear to see such a one as I must 
marry struggling with narrow circumstances, and sigh- 
ing for the fortunes of her children. No, I say, fcnrbear ! 
ai^ may the example of St. Gregory of Naz. and St. 
Basil, 'support me. 

All friends are well, except your humble scribe, who 
has got a little too much into his old way since your de^ 
parture. Studying and musing, and dkreaming of every- 
thing but his health ; still amid all his studying, musings, 
and dreams. 

Your true friend and brother, 

H. K. WHITE 



TO THE EDITOIt 

Nottingham, July 9th» 1804. 

« • • • * 

I CAN now inform you, that I have reason to believe 
my way through college is clear before me. From what 
source I know not ; but through the. hands of Mr. Sime- 
on I am provided with 301. per annum ; and while things 
go on so prosperously as they do now, I can command 
201. or 301. more from my friendsi and this, in aU proba- 
bility, lintil I take my degree. The friends to whom I 
allude are my mother and brother. 

My mother has, for these five years past, kept a 
boarding school in Nottingham :. and, so l<mg as her 
school continues in its present state, she can supply me 
with 151.- or 201. per annum, without inconvenience ; but 
should she die, (and her health is, I fear, but infirm,) 

22 
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that resource wUi altogether fail. Stil}«. I .thi^- V^: 
prospect is so good as to {Hreclude aiiy aQKiety on mj • 
part ; and perhaps'lAy income will be more tlian adequate 
to my wants, as I shall be a Sizer of St. John's where 
the college emoluments are more than comrponly large* 
In this situation of my affairs, you will perhaps agree 
with me in thinking that a subscription for a. volume of 
poems will not be necessary ; and, certainly, that meas- 
ure is one which will be better avoided, if it may be- , I . 
have lately looked over what poems I have by me in 
manuscript, and find them more numerous than I expect- 
ed ; but many of them would perhaps be styled mopish 
and maukish^ and even misa$Uhropicj in the language of 
the world ; though, from the latter sentiment, I am sure 
I can say, no one is more opposite than I am^ These 
poems, therefore, will never see the light, as, frona a 
teacher of that word which gives all strength to the fee- 
ble, more fortitude and christian philosophy may, with 
justice, be expected than they display. The remainder 
of my verses would not possess any great Interest : mere 
description is often mere nonsense : and I have acquired 
a strange habit, whenever I do point out a train of mor- 
al sentiment from the contemplation of a picture, to give 
it a gloomy and querulous cast, when there is nothing 
in the occasion but what ought to inspire joy and grati- 
tude. I have one poem, however, of some length, which 
I shall preserve ; and I have another of considerable 
magnitude in design, but of which only a part is written, 
which I am fairly at a loss whether to commit to the 
flames, or at some future opportunity to finish. The 
subject is the death of Christ. I have no friend whose 
opinion is at all to be relied on, to whom I could submit 
it, and, perhaps, after all, it may be absolutely worth- 
less. 

With regard to that part of my provision which is de- 
rived from my unknown friend, it is of course conditional : 
and as it is not a provision for a poet, but for a candidate 
for orders, I believe it is expected^ and indeed it has been 
hinted as a thing advisable, that I should barter the 
Muses for mathematics, and abstain from writing verses 
at least until I take my degree. If I find that all my 
time will be requisite, in order to prtparfi for the impor- 
, tant office I am destined to fill, I sh^ll certainly do my 
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diity, however severely it mfiy cost me : but if I find I 
may lawfiilly and conscientfotisly relax myself at inter- 
vals, with thosef deli^tftd reveries which have hitherto 
ibrmed the chief pleasure of my life, I shall, without 
•cfttole, indulge myself in them. 

. I Know the pursuit of Truth is a much more important 
business than the exercise of the imagination ; and amid 
all the quaintness and stiff method of the mathemati- 
cians, I can even discover a source of chaste and exalted 
pleasure. To their severe but salutary discipline, I must 
now * subdue the vivid shaping of my youth ;* and 
though I shall cast many a fond Imgeriag look to Fancy's 
more alluring paths, yet I shall be repaid by the antici- 
pation of days, when I may enjoy the sweet satisfaction 
of being useful, in no ordinary degree, to my fellow- 
mortals. 



•♦ 



TO MR. SERJEANT ROtTGH. 

■« 

Not|ii«ham, 34tb Julf , 1804. 



IIBAt.'8lE» 



I THINK Mr. Moore^s love poems are infamous, because 
they subvert the. first great object of poetry — the en- 
couragement of the virtuous and the noble, and meta- 
morphose nutritious aliment into poison. I think the 
Mnses are degraded when they are made the handmaids 
of senAualiti^, and the bawds of a brothel. 

Perhaps it may be the opinion of a young man, but I- 
think too, the old sj^st^sm of heroic attachment, with all 
its attendant motions of honor and spotlessness, was, in 
the end, calculated- to promote the interests of the hu- 
man race ; for tiiough-it produced a temporary alienation 
of mind, perhaps bordering on insanity, yet with the 
very extraragance and madness of the sentiments, there 
were inwoven certain imperious principles of virtue and 
generosity, which would probably remain after time had 
evaporated the heat of passion, and sobered the luxuri- 
ance of a romantic imagination. I think, therefore, a 
man of song is rendering the community a service when 
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he 4i0pl^fs the arder of jpanly sieotioQ: ta a i/hMiBg 
iight ; but certainly we ne^d ao uiceotives to the itreptp* 
tii gratificatioa of our appetites, and I oboulid think It a 
proper punishment for Ihe poet who holda fofthitheal* 
lorements of illicit pleaaiires in amiaUe apd sedttotiv/s 
eolorS} should his wife, )us sister^ or hiQ cdiild faU a 
victim to the liceatiousnesB he has been instvommtal in 
diffusing* 



TO MR. B. WAnDOCK, 

Wiatwin^nua, Avgust S,'l8Q4. 



MY DEAR BEN, 



I AM all anxiety to learn the iswe of your proposal to 
your father. Surely it will proceed ; surely a plan laid 
out with such fair prospects of happiness to you, as well 
as me, will not be firustrated. Write to me the mcrnient 
you have any informaticm on the subjeiH- 

I think we shall be happy together at Cambridge ; and 
in the ardent pursuit of Christian knowledge, and Ckrit* 
tian virtue, we shall be doubly united. We.wwa before 
friends ; now, I hope, likely to be still m«re emphatically 
so. But I must not anticipate. . ) 

I left Nottingham without seeing my brother NeviHe^ 
who arrived there two days after me^ This is a eireiuifr* 
stance which I much regret ; but I hope be will cone 
this way when he goes, according to his intention^ to n 
watering place. Neville has been a ^od broth«t to rae» 
und there are not many things whieh would give me 
more pleasure than, after so long a separation, to see 
him again. I dare not hope that I shiUl meet yoa and 
him together in October, at Nottingham. 

My days flow on here in an even tenor* They are, 
indeed, studious days, for my studies seem to multl{>Iy 
on my hands, and I am so much occupied with them, 
that I am becoming a mere bookworm, running over the 
rules of Greek versification in my wallm, hM»tead of ex* 
patiating on the beauties of the surrounding scenery. 
Winteringham, is, indeed^ now a delightful place : the 
trees are in full verdure, the crops are browning the 
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fiddfl, a3fi4 my foimer walks are become dry tinder foot, 
wiiich I have never known them to be before. The 
opening vista, from oar churchyard over ttie Humber, 
to the hills, and reoeding val^ of Yorkshire, assumes a 
thousand new aspects. I sometimes watch it at eve- 
ning, when the sun is just gilding the summits of the 
hills, and the lowlankls are beghming to take a browner 
hue. The showers partially falling in the distance, while 
all is serene above me ; the swelling sail rapidly falling 
down the river ; and, not least of all, the villages, woods, 
and villas on the opposite bank, sometimes i*ender this 
scene quite enchanting to me ; and it is no contempti- 
ble relaxation, after a man has been puzzling his brains 
over the intricacies of Greek choruses all the day, to 
come out and unbend his mind with careless thought 
and negligent fancies, while he refreshes his body with 
tile fredi air of the country. 

riwish you to have ataste of these pleasures with me ; 
and if ever I should lite to be blessed with a quiet par- 
sonage, and thet'gre^t olbject of my ambition, a garden, 
I have no doubt but we^haJf be, wt some short inter-. 
vals, at least, two qtiiet, contented bodies. These will 
be our relaxations ; cm* b^^vm will be of a nobler kind. 
Let us vigilantly fortify ourselves against the exigences 
of the serious afipointment we are, with God's blessing, 
to fiilfil ; and if we go into the church prepared to do 
our dut^,' there is every' reasonable prospect that our 
kihors' w^l be Messed, ' and that we shall be blessed in 
them/ As your habits generally have been averse to 
what is called cIobb application, it will be too much for 
your stren^h, sis well as unadvisable in other points of 
view, to study very intensely ; butregolariy yon may, 
and must read; and depend upon it, a man will work 
more wonders by stated and constant application, than 
by unnatural and forced endeavours. 



M 



22* 



TO lOL B. HADDOCK. 

MYDEAEBEN, 

By the time you will open this letter, we shall have 
parted) God only knows whether ever to meet agaiiu 
The chances and casualties of human life are such as to 
render it always questionable whether three months 
may not separate us forever from an absent friend. 
' * « • • • 

For my part, I shall feel a vacuum when ypu are 
gone, which will not easily be filled up. I shall miss 
my only intimate friend — the companion of my walks-^ 
the interrupter of my evening studies. I shall return, 
in a great measure, to my old solitary habits. I cannot 
associate with * * nor yet with * * * has no place in my 
affections, though he has in my esteem. It was to you 
cdone I looked as my adcqited brother, and (although, 
for reasons you may hereafter learn, I have not made 
ytm my perfect confidant) my comforter.^ — Heundhi amices 
' Vak, Umgum VaU I I hope you will sometimes think 
of me, and give me a portion in your prjstyers. 

• • • • • 

Perhaps it may be that I am not formed for friendi^ip,. 
that I expect more than can ever be found. Time will 
tutor me ; I am a singular being under a common outside : 
I am a profound dissemUer of my inward ;ieelings, and 
necessity has taught me the art. I am long before I 
can unbosom to a friend, yet, I think, I am sincere in 
my friendship : you must not attribute this to any sus- 
piciousness of nature, but must consider that I lived sev- 
enteen years my own confidant, my own friend, full of 
projects and strange thoughts, and confiding them to no 
one. I am habitually reserved, and habitually cautious 
in letting it be seen that I hide anything. Towards you 
I would fain conquer these habits, and this is one step 
towards effecting the conquest. 

I am not well, Ben, to-night, as my hand-writing and 
style will show ; I have rambled on, however, to some 
length ; my letter may serve to beguile a few moments 
on your ^^.y, I must say good-by to you, and may 
God bless you, and preserve you, and be your guide and 






director forever ! Remember he is always with you ; 
remember that in him you have a comforter in every 
gloom. Ia your waken^ nights, when you have not 
me to talk to, his ear will be bent down on your pillow ; 
what better bosom friend has a man than the merciful 
and benignant Father of all ? Happy, thrice happy, 
are you in the privilege of his grace and acceptance. 

Dear Ben, I am your true friend, 

H. K. WHITE. 



TO MR. K. 8WANN. 

High Paveineiit, October 4Ui, 1804. 



DSABKntXB, 



For your kind and very valuable present, I know 
not how to thank you. The Archbishop* has long beeil 
one of my most favorite divines ; and a complete set of 
his sermons reallv ^sets me up.^ I hope I am able to ap- 
preciate the ments of such a collection, and I shall al- 
ways value them apart from their merit, as a memento 
of friendship. 

I hope that, when our correspondence begins, it will 
neither be lax nor uninteresting ; and that, on both sides, 
it may be productive of something more than mere 
amusement. 

While we each strive to become wiser in those things 
wherein true wisdom is alone to^be found, we may mu- 
tually contribute to each other's success, by the commu- 
nication of our thoughts : and that we may both become 
proficients .in that amiable philosophy which makes us 
happier by rendering us better ; that philosophy which 
alone makes us wise unto salvation, is the prayer of, 

Dear Kirke, your sincere friend, 

H. K. WHITE. 

*TUIotioa. 
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TO MR. JOHN CHARLESWORTH. 

Winteriafhain, 1801. 

Ames DILBGTB,* 

PuDERET me infrequentice nostrarum literarum, nisi 
hoc ex te pendere sentirem. Epistolas a te miesas non 
'prius accepl quam kalendis Decembris — res mihi acerba, 
nihilominus ad ferendam levior, dum me non tibi ex ani- 
mo prorsus excidisse satis exploratum est. 

Gavisus sum, 6 litteris tuis, amico Roberto dicatis, 
cum audirem te operam et dedisse et daturum ad Grte- 
cam linguam etiamnum excolendam cum viro omni doc- 
triiia erudito. — Satis scio te, illo duce, virum doctissi- 
mum et in optimarum artium studiis exquisitissimum 
futurum esse : baud tamen his facultatibus oontentum, 
sed altiora petentem, nempe salutem humani generis 
et sancta verbi cbivini arcana. 

• Vix jam, amice ! recreor 6 morbo, k quo grayiter 
©grotavi : vix jam incipio membra languore confecta in 
diem apertam trahere. Tactus arida manu febris, spa- 
tiosas trivi noctes lacrymis et gemitu. Vidi, cum in 
oonspectu mortis collocatus fuerim, vidi omnia clariora 
facta, intellexi me non (idem Christi satis serVasse, non, 
ut jBstmulurn Dei, fideliter vitam egisse. ^giitudo mnl- 
ta prius celata patrfacit. Hoc ipse sensi et omnes, sint 
sane religiosi, sint boni, idem dentient. Sed ego praeci- 
pud causam habui cuj* me afBixerim et summisso animo 
ad pedem crucis abjecerim. Imo vero et lacrymas 
copiose effudi et interdum consolatlo Saneti Spiritus tiir- 
binem animi placavit. Utinam vestigium hujus periculi 
semper in animo retineam ! 

Non dubito quin tibi gratum erit audire de moribus et 
studiis nostris. Prceceptor nobis, nomine Grainger, non 
k coUegio educatus fuit, attamen doctrina baud mediooris 
est, pietate eximius. Hypodidaicahu fuit in schola viri 
istius docti et admodum venerandi Josephi Milner, qui 
eum dilexit atque honoravit. Mores jucundi et faciles 
sunt, urbanitate ac lepore suaviter conditi, quanquam 
interdum in vultu tristis severitas inest. Erga bonos 
mansuetus, malis se durior gerit. — ^qud ferd est Pastor 

* This Letter was written wben our anthor was bat eommencinc his Claseical 
Stu^ies^ and must thorefortf not be considered as a specimen of his Latinity. 
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(liligens, vir egregius, et pre^ceptor bonus. Cum isthoe 
legimus apud Greecos, Homerum et Domosthenem et 
Sanctas Scripturas, apud Latinos, Yir^ilium, Ciceronem 
H^et aliquando in ludo Terentium. Scribimus etiam La- 
tin^, et constructionis et elegantise gratia; nihilominua 
(hae epistda teste) non opus est dicendi tibi quam pau- 
lulum ego ipse proficio. In scribendo LatinS, prester oon- 
suetudinem in lingua Anglicana, sum lentus, piger, in- 
eptus. Verba stillant heu quam otiose, et quum tandem 
visa sint quam inelegantia ! Spero tamen usu atque an- 
imo diligenter adhibendo deinde Latinis aermonibus all- 
quam adipisci facilitatem, nunc ferd oportet me contentum 
esse cupire et laborare, paululum potiundo, magna inoli- 
endo. 

Intelligis, procul dubio, nos vicum incolere Wintering- 
hamiensis, ripis situm Humberi fluminis, sed nondum 
forsan sentias locum esse agrestem, fluviis, coUibus, ar- 
vis, omni decore pervenustum. Domus nostra Templo 
Dei adjacet ; d tergo sunt dulces horti et Umnui aggvr 
arboribus crebrd septus^ qu6 deambulare solemui^ Cip- 
cumcirca sunt rurales pagi quibus scepS cum otium aga* 
mus, post prandium imus. Est villa, nomine IVhittonia^ 
ubi a celsa rupe videre potes flumen Trentii vasto Hum- 
bero influens, et paulo altids Oosem flumen. 

Infra sub opaca saxa fons est, cui potestas inest in 
lapidem materias alienas convertendi ; ab altiasima rupe 
labitur in littus, museum, conchas et fragiliores ramos 
arborum in lapidem transmutans. In prospectu domus 
montes Eboracenses surgunt trans Humberum siti, sylvis 
et villis stipati, nunc solis radiis ridentes, nunc horrid! 
nimbis ac procellis. Vela navium ventis impleta ante 
fenestras satis longo intervallo prolabuntur : dum suprd 
in aere prpcelso greges anserum vast® longo damore vo- 
litant. Sep in animo revolvo verba ista Homeri : 

wfv' QfjviAwv mTttpwr fldr«« noXia 
JQpair 1} ye^cwMv, i| MVMvmv dovXtxoi%tQmr, 
' Acta t Xttfium KcttKtrQtcv ofi^i ^at&Qa, 

Ev&a xai »v6a norwrrai ctyaXXofiavai TrrcQi/ycdtfc, 
KXiPfyrfiw nqoxtAit^crrw^ ffjuo^o/tc it t« Xufunr 
Sif rwv tBvta n^XXa vhdt mf xat xXuftawnf 

• * « * • 

Tale. Dum vitales auras^ oarpam, 

Tuus, H. K. WHITE. 
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TO MR. K. SWANN. 

Wlnteringham, fiOtb Oct. 1604, 



DEAR KIRKE, 



We are safely arrived, and comfortably settled, in the 
parsonage of Winteringham. The house is most delight- 
ially- situated close by the church, at a distance from the 
Tillage, and with delightful gardens behind, and the 
Humber before. The family is very agreeable, and the 
«tyle in which we live is very superior. Our tutor is 
not only a learned man, but the best pastor, and most 
fdeasing domestic man, I ever met with. You will be 
glad to hear we are thus charmingly situated. I have 
reason to thank Qod for his goodness in leading me to 
MO peaceful and happy a situation. 

The year which now lies before me, I shall, with the 
blessing of God, if 1 am spared, employ in very impor- 
tant pursuits ; and I trust that I shall come away not 
•only a^-wiser, but a better man. . I have here nothing to 
interrupt mer-nao noise — no society to disturb, or avoca- 
tions to call me oiT, and if I do not make considerable 
•hnproTemenits^ I do not know when I shall. 

We have each our several duties to perform ; and 
thdH^' God has been pleased to place us in very differ- 
ent walks of life, yet we may mutually assist each other 
by counsel, by admonition, and by prayer. My calling 
is of a nature the most arduous and awful ; /need every 
assistance from above, and from my companions in the 
flesh ; and no advice will ever be esteemed lightly by 
me, which proceeds from a servant of God, however 
tiilBing, or however ill expressed. If. your immediate 
avocations be less momentous, and le^s connected with 
the world to come, your duty is not the less certain,, or 
the more lightly to be attended to — you are placed in a 
situation wherein Grod expects from you according to 
your powers, as well as from me in mine : and there are 
various dark and occult temptations, of which you are 
little aware, but into which you may easily and imper- 
ceptibly fall, unless upheld by the arm of Almighty God. 
You stand in need, therefore, to exercise a constant re- 
liance on the Holy Spirit, and its influences, an4 to 
watch narrowly your own heart, that it conceive no se- 
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cret sin : for although your situation be not so danger- 
ous, nor your duties so difficult, yet, as the marics wmdi 
Satan assumes are various, you may stfll find cause for 
spiritual fear and sorrow, and occasion for trembling, 
lest you should not have exercised your talents in pro- 
portion to their extent. It is a valuable observation, 
that there is no resting-place in the spiritual progress— 
we must either go backward or forward, and when we 
are at a loss to know whether our motion be onward or 
retrograde, we may rest assured, that there is some- 
tiling wanting which must be supplied — some evil yet 
.lurking in the heart, or some duty slightly performed. 

You remember I he^rd Mr. * *, on the night previous 
to my departure ; I did not say much oil his manner, but 
I thought it neat, and the sermon far better than I ex- 
pected : but I must not be understood to approve al- 
together of Mr. * *'s preaching. I think, in particular, 
he has one great fault, that is elegance — he is not- suffi- 
ciently plain. Remember, we do not mount the pulpit to 
say fine things, or eloquent things ; we have there to 
proclaim the good tidings of salvation to fallen man ; to 
point out the way of eternal life ; to exhort, to cheer, 
and to support the suffering sinner : these are the glori* 
ous topics upon which we have to enlarge — ^and will 
these permit the tricks of oratory, or the studied beau- 
ties of eloquence ? Shall truths and counsels like these 
be couched in terms which the poor and ignorant can- 
not comprehend ? — Let all eloquent preachers beware, 
lest they fill any man's ear with sounding words, when. 
, they should be feeding his soul with the bread of ever- 
lasting life ! Let them fear, lest, instead of honoring 
God, they honor themselves ! If any man ascend the 
pulpit with the intention of uttering a fine thing, he is 
committing a deadly sin. Remember, however, that 
there is a medium, and that vulgarity and meanness are 
cautiously to be shunned ; but while we speak widi pro- 
priety and chastity, we cannot be too familiar or too 
plain. I do not intend to apply these remarks to Mr. * * 
individually, but to the manner of preaching here allud- 
ed to. If his manner be such as I have here described, 
the observations will also fit ; but, if it be otherwise, the 
remarks refer not to him, but to the style reprobated. 

• •••*• 
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I reeomn^iend to jou, always before you begin to study, 
U^ pray to God to enlighten your understanding, and 
give you grace to behold all things through the medium 
of religion. This was always the practice in liie old 
universities, and, I believe, is the only way to profit by 
learning. 

I can now oaly say a . few words to you, since our 
regular hour of retiring fast approaches. I hope you 
are making progress in spiritual things^ proportionably 
to your opportunities, and that you are sedulously en- 
deavouring, not only to secure your own acceptation, 
but to impairt the light of truth to those around you who 
still remain in darkness. 

Pray let me hear from you at your convenience, and 
my brother will forward the letter ; and believe me, 
My dear Kirke, your friend, and fellow-traveUet 
^ in the teaifd sojourn of life, 

H. K. WHITE. 



TO HIS MOTHER. 

WintOTinglnm, Dm. lOth, 1804. 
MT DBAB MOTHER, 

Since I wrote to you last I have been rather ill, 
having caught odd, which brought on a slight fever. 
Thanks to excellent nursing, I am now pretty much 
recovered, and only want strength to be perfectly re- 
established. Mr. Grainger is himself a very good phy* 
sidan^ but when I grew worse, he deemed it necessary 
to send for a medi(»d gentleman from Barton ; so that, 
in addition to my illness, I expect an apothecary's bill. 
This, however, will not be a very long one, as Mr. 
€hainger has chiefly supplied me with drugs. It is 
judged absolutely necessary that I should take wine, and 
thBt I should ride. It is with very great reluctance that 
I affree to incur these additional expenses, and I shall 
endeavour to cut them off as soon as possible. Mr. and 
Mrs. Orainger have behaved like parents to me since I 
have been ill : four and five times in the night has Mr. 6. 
come to see me ; and had I been at home, I could not 
have been treateid with more tenderness and care. Mrs. 
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Grainger has insiBted on my drinking their wine, and 
V9^sB very angry when i made scruples ; but I cannot let 
them be at all this additional expense — ^in some way Or 
other I must pay them, as the sum I now give, consid- 
ering the mode in which we are accommodated, is very 
triffing. Mr. Grainger does not keep a horse, so. that I 
shall be obliged to hire one ; but there will be no occa- 
sion for this for any length of time, as my strength seems 
to return- as rapidly as it was rapidly reduced. Don't 
make yourself in the least uneasy about this, I pray, . as 
I am quite recovered, and not at all apprehensive of any 
consequences. I have no cough, nor any symptom 
which might indicate an affection of the lungs. I read 
very little at present* 

I thought it necessary to write to you on this subject 
now,, as I feared you might have an exaggerated account 
from«Mr. Almond's friends, and alarm yourself. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

V Winteringham, Dec. S7, 1804. 

BfY DEAR BROTHER, 

I HAVE been very niuch distressed at the receipt of 
your letter, accompanied with one from my mother, one 
from my sister, and from Mr. Dashwood, and S^irke 
Swann, all on the same subject ; and greatly as I feel 
for all the kindness and affection which has prompted 
these rempnstrlinces, I am qait6 harassed with the idea 
' that you should not have taken my letter as a plain ac- 
count of my illness, without any wish to hide from you 
that I had been ill somewhat seriously, but that I was 
indeed better. • 

I can noi;^ assure you, that I am perfectly recovered, 
and am as well as I have b^en for some time past. My 
sickness was merely a slight fever, rather of a nervous 
kind, brought on by a cold, and soon yielded to the prop- 
er treatment. I do assure you, simply and plainly, that 
I am now as well as ever. 

With regard to study, I do assure.you that Mr. Grain- 
ger will not suffer us to study at all hard ; our work at 

23 
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IHresent is mere play. I am always in bed at ten o'clock, 
and take two walks in the day, besides riding, when Uie 
weather will permit. 

Under these circumstances, my dear brother may set 
his mind perfectly at ease. Even change of air some- 
times occasions violent attacks, but they deave the pa- 
tient better than they found him. 

I still continue to drink win^, though I ami oo&viiiced 
there is no necessity for it. My appetite is amasingly 
large— much larger than when at Nottingham* 

I shall come to an arrangement with Mr. Gfaingee 
immediately, and I hope you will not write to him aboui 
it. If Mr. Eddy, the surgeon, thinks it at all necessary, 
for me to do this constantly, I declare to you that I wiU ; 
but remember, if I should form a habit of this now, it 
may be a disadvantage to me when possibly circumstan* 
ces may render it inconvenient-^as when I am at oel^ 
lege. 

My spirits are completely knocked up by the receipt 
of all the letters I have at one moment received* M^ 
mother got a gentleman to mention it to Mr. Dashwood, 
and still representing that my illness was occasioned by 
study — a thing than which nothing can be more remoter 
from the truth, as I have, from conscientious motives, 
given up hard study until I shall find my health better. 

I cannot write more, as I have the other letters to 
answer. I am going to write to Barton, expressly to 
get advantage of the post for this day, in order that yoa 
may no longer give yourself a moment's uneasiness, 
where there is in resdity no occasion. 

Give my afiectionate love to James, and believe me, 
my dear Neville, your truly affectionate brother, 

H. K. WHITE. 

« 

One thing I had forgot — ^you mention my pecmuary 
matters — you make me blush when you do so. Yoa may 
rest assured that I have no wants of that kind, nor am 
likely to have at present. Your brotherly love and anx- 
iety Rewards me have sunk deep into my heart ; and you 
may satisfy yourself with this, that whatever is neeessa* 
ry for my health shall not be spared, and that whes* I 
want the means of procuring these, I shall think it my 
duty to tell you so. 
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TO HIS BROTHER JAMES. 

Iljdiray between Winteriagham and Hull, Jan. llth, 1805. 
DEAEJAlfBS, 

Tou will not be surprised *at the style of this letter, 
when I tell you it is written in the Winteringham Packet, 
on a he«p of flour bags surrounded by a drove of 1 4 pigs, 
who raise the most hideous roar every time the boat 
rolls. I write with a silver pen, and with a good deiJ 
of shaking, so you may expect very bad scribbling. I 
tm now going to Hull, where I have a parcel to send to 
my mother, and I would not lose the opportunity of 
writing* 

I am extremely glad that you are attentive to matters 
etmxch moment as are those of religion ; and I hope you 
do not relax in your seriousness,' but continue to pray 
that God will enable you to walk in the paths of ng^t- 
eousnesa, whioh alone lead to peace. He alone, my 
dear James, is able to give you a heart to delight in his 
sfiorvibe, and to set at nought the temptations of the 
world. It may seem to you, in the first beginning of 
your christian progress, that religion wears a very un- 
promising aspect, and that the gayeties, of the world are 
mdeed very delicious ; but I assure you, from what 1 
have myself experienced, that the pleasures of piety are 
iaiinitely more exquisite than those of fashion and of 
sensual pursuits. It is true, they are not so violent, or 
80 intoxicating, (for they consist in one even tenor of 
mind, a lightness of heart, and sober cheerfulness, which 
none but those who have experienced can conceive ;) 
bat they leave no sting behind them ; they give pleasure 
on reflection, and will soothe the mind in the distant 
prospect. And who can say this of the world, or its en- 
joyments } 

Even those^ who seem to enter with the most spirit 
into the riotous and gaudy diversions of the world, are 
often known to confess that there is ho real satisfaction 
in them ; thtft their gayety is often forced, when their 
hearts are heavy ; and that they envy those who have 
chosen the more humble but pleasant paths of religion 
and virtue. 

I am not at all particular as to the place of worship 
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you may attend, so as it be under a serious preacher, 
and so as you attend regularly. I should think it a very 
good exercise for you, ii you were to get a blank paper 
book, and were to write down in it anything whioh may 
strike you in the sermons you hear on a Sunday ; this 
would improve your style of writing, aad teach you to 
think on what you hear. Pray endeavour to carry this 
plan into execution : I am^sure you will find it worth the 
trouble. You attend the church now and then, I con* 
elude, and if you do, I should wish to direct your atten- 
tion to our admirable liturgy, and avoid, if possible, 
remarking what may seem absurd in the inanner it is 
repeated. 

I must not conceal from you that I am very sorry ypo 
do not attend s6me eminent minister in the chureht such 
as Mr. Cecil, or Mr, Pratt, or Mr. Crowther, in prefer 
ence to the meeting : since I am convinced a man runs 
less danger of being misled, or of building on false foun- 
dations, in the establishment, than out, and thj« too for 
plain reasons : — Dissenters are apt to think thegr ase 
religious, because they are dissepters — *for,' argue they, 
^ if we had not a regard for religion, why should we 
leave the establishment at all ? The very act of leaving 
it shows we have a regard for religion, because we mam* 
fest an aversion to its abuses.' Besides this, at the 
meeting-house you are not likely to hear plain and un- 
welcome truths so honestly told as in the church, wh^ce 
the minister is not so dependent on his Sock, and. the 
prayers are so properly selected, that you will meet wil^ 
petitions calculated for all your wants, bodily and spirit*, 
ual, without being left at the mercy of the minister to 
pray for what and in what manner he likes. Rememlmr 
these are not offered as reasons why you shouM always 
attend the church, but to put you in mind that there 
are advantages there which you should avail yourself 
of, instead of making invidious comparisons between the 
two institutions. 
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TO MR. B. MADDOCR. 

WinteriBgluunf Jan. 31st, 1806. 
BEAR BEN, 

I HAVE long been convinced of the truth of what you 
say, respecting the effects of close reading on a man's 
tnind, in a religious point of view, and I am more and 
more convinced that literature is very' rarely the source 
of satisfaction of mind to a Christian. I would wish 
you to steer clear of {oo* abstracted and subtile a mode 
of thinking and reasoning, and you will so be happier 
than your friend. A relish for books will be a sweet 
source of amusement, and a salutary relaxation to you 
^throughout life ; but let it not be more than a reU$h^ if 
you value your own peace. I think, however, that you 
ought to strengthen your mind a little with logic, and 
fer this purpose I would advise you to ^ through Euclid 
with sedulous and serious attention, and likewise to 
read Duncan through. You are too desultory a reader, 
fBtud regard amuifment too mudi : if you wish your read- 
ing in good earnest to amuse you when you are old, as 
well as now in your youth, you will take care to form a 
taste for substantial and sound authors, and will not be 
the less eager to study a work because it requires a lit- 
tle labor to understand it. 

After you have read Euclid, and amused yourself 
with Locke's sublime speciilations,' you will derive much 
pleasure from Butler's Analogy, without exception the 
most unanswerable demonstration of the folly of infideli- 
ty that the world ever saw. 

Books like these will ^ve you more strength of mind, 
and consistent firmness, than either you or I now pos- 
sess ; while on the other hand, the effeminate Panada 
of Magazines, Tales, and the tribe of penny-catching 
pamphlets, of which desultory readers are so fond, only 
tend to enervate the mind, and incapacitate it for every 
species of manly exertion. 

« « # • if 

I continue to be better in health, although the weath- 
er is a great obstacle to my taking a proper proportion 
of exercise. I have had a trip to Hull of late, and saw 

the famous painter R there, with whom I had a 

2S^ 
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good deal of talk. He is a pious man, and a great 
tronomer ; but in manners and appearanc€i, a complete 
artist. I rather think he is inclined to Hutchin onian 
principles, and entertains no great reverence for Sir 
Isaac Newton. 



TO MR. B. MADDOCK 



Wlnteringham, Ist March, 1805. 



MY DEAR BEN, 



I HOPE and trust that you have at length arrived at 
that happy temperament of disposition, that although 
you have much cause of sadness within, you are yet 
willing to be amused with the variegated scenes around 
you, and to join, when occasions present themselves, in 
innocent jnirth. Thus, in the course of your peregrina* 
tions, occurrences must continually arise, which, to a 
mind willing to make the best of everything, will afibid 
amusement of the chastest kind. Men and manners are 
a never*failing soujrce of wonder and surprise, as they 
present themselves in their various phases. We may 
very innocently laugh at the brague of a Somerset peas- 
ant — and I should think that person both cynical and 
surly, who could paiss by a group of laughing children, 
without pi^rticlpating in their delight, and joining in their 
laugh. It is a truth most undeniable, and most melan^ 
choly, that there is too much in human life which extorts 
tears and groans, rather than smiles. This, however, 
is equally certain, that our giving way to unremitting 
sadness on these accounts, so far from ameliorating the 
condition of mortality, only adds to the aggregate of hu- 
man misery, and throws a gloom over those moments 
when, a ray of light is permitted to visit the dark valley 
of life, and the heart ought to be making the best of its 
iieeting happiness. Landscape, too, ought to be a source 
of delight to you ; fine buildings, objects of nature, and 
^ thousand things which it would be tedious to name. 
I should call the man, who could survey such things as 
these without being affected with pleasure, either a very 
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weakfiniiided and foolish person, or one of ho mind at 
mti» To be always sad, and always pondering on inters 
aal griefs, is what I call utter selfishness : I would not 
give two-pence for a being who is locked up in his own 
sufferings, and whose heart cannot respond to the exhil* ' 
arating cry of nature, or rejoice because he sees others 
rejoice. The loud and unanimous chirping of the birds 
on a fine sunny morning pleases me, because I see they 
are happy ; and I should be very selfish, did I not partici- 
pate in their seeming joy. Do not, however, suppose 
that I mean to exclude a man's own sorrows from his 
thoughts, since that is an impossibility, and, were it 
possible, would be raejudicial to the human heali;. I 
only mean that the wole mind is not to be incessantly 
engrossed with its oares, but with cheerful elasticity to 
bend itself occasionally to circumstances, and give way 
without hesitation to pleasing emotions. To be pleased 
with little, is one of the greatest blessings. 

Sadness is itself sometimes infinitely more pleasing 
than joy ; but this sadness must be of the expansive and 
generous kind, rather referring to mankind at large, 
than the individual ; and this is a feeling not incompati- 
ble with cheerfulness and a contented spirit. There is 
difficulty, however, in setting bpunds to a pensive dispo- 
sition ; I have felt it, and I have fdt that I am not al- 
ways adequate to the task. I sailed from Hull to Bar- 
ton the day before yesterday, on a rough and windy 
day, in a vessel filled with a marching regiment of sol- 
diers; -the band played finely, and I was enjoying the 
many pleasing emotions^ which the water, sky, windss 
and musical instruments excited, when my thoughts 
were suddenly called away to more melancholy subjects. 
A girl, genteelly dressed, and with a countenance which, 
for its loveliness, a painter might have copied for Hebe, 
with a loud laugh seized me by the great coat, and ask- 
ed me to lend it her : she was one of those unhappy 
creatures who depend on the brutal and licentious for a 
bitter livelihood, and was now following in the train of one 
of the officers. I was greatly affected by her appearance 
and situation, and more so by that of another female 
who was with her, and who, with less beauty, had a^ 
wild sorrowfulness in her face, which showed she knew 
her situation. This incident, apparently trifling, induced 
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a train of reflections, which occupied me fally during m 
walk of BIX or seven miles to our parsonage. At first I 
wished that I had fortune to erect an asylum for all the 
miserable and destitute : — and there was a soldier's wife 
with a wan and haggard face, and a little infant in her 
arms, whom I would also have wished to place in it : — I 
then grew out of humor with the world, because it was 
so unfeeling and so miserable, and because there was no 
cure for its miseries ; and I wished for a lodging in the 
wilderness where I might hear no more of wrongs, af» 
fliction, or vice : but, after all my speculations, I found 
there was a reason for these things in the Gospel of Je- 
sus Christ, and that to those who sought it there was 
also a cure. So I banished my vain meditations, and, 
knowing that God's providence is better able to direct 
the alTcdrs of men than our wisdom, I leave them in his 
hands. 



TO HIS MOTHER. 

Winterini^am, 5th Feb. 180^ 



DXAB MOTHER, 



The spectacles for my father are, I hope, such as will 
liable him to read with ease, dtihimgh th$y are wd set in 
$ib>€r. If they hurt him through stifihess, I think the 
better way will be to wear them with the two end joints 
shut fo, and with a piece of ribbon to go round the back of 
the head, &c. The Romaine's Sermons, and the Cheap 
Tracts, are books which I thotight might be useful. You 
may think I am not privileged to make pres^its, since 
they will in the end come out of your pocket ; but I am 
not in want of cash at present, and have reason to ber 
lieve, from my own calculations, I shall not have occa- 
sion to call upon you for what I know you can so ill spare. 
I was quite vexed afterwards that I did not send you aH 
the volumes of the Cheap Repository, as the others, 
jfrhich are the general tracts^ and such as are more enter- 
taining, would have been well adapted to your library. 
When I next go to Hull, I purpose buying the remaining 
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Vcdumes ; and when I next have occasion to send a par- 
cel, yoa will receive them. The volume you have got 
contains all the Sunday reading tracts, and on that ac- 
count I send it separately. As I have many things to 
remind me of my mster Smith, I thought (though we 
neither of us need such mementos) that she would not 
be averse to receive the sermons of the ^eat and good, 
though in some respects singular, Romaine, at my 
hands, as what old-fashioned people call a token of a 
brother^t bee, but what in more courtly phrase is denomi- 
nated a memento of affection. 



TO MR. SERJEANT ROUGH. 

Winteringham. 17tli Feb. 1805. 
BfY DEAR SIR, 

I BLUSH when I look back to the date of your too long 
unanswered letter, and were I not satisfied that the con- 
tents of my sheet of post must always be too unimpor- 
tant to need apolo^, I should now make one. 

The fine and spirited song (song in the noblest sense 
of the word) which you sent me, on the projected inva- 
sion, demands my best thanks. The fervid patriotism 
which animates it would, I think, find an echo in every 
bosom in England ; and I hope and trust the world has 
not been deprived of so appropriate an exhortation* I 
perceive, 'however, one thing, which is, that your fire has 
been cramped by the ' crambo ' of the rhyme, at all times 
a grievous shackle to p6ets, and yet capable of such 
sweet and expressive modulation, as makes us hug our 
chains, and extdt in the hard servitude. My poor neg- 
lected muse has lain absolutely unnoticed by me for the 
last four months, during whidi period I have been dig- 
gings in the mines of ScaptUa for Greek roots ; and instead 
of drinking, with eager delight, the beauties of Viigil^ 
have been cutting and drying his phrases for future usq. 
The place where I live is on the banks of the Humber.: 
here no Sicilian river, but rough with cold winds, and 
bordered with killing swamps. What with neelect, and 
what with the climate, so congenial to rural meditation, I 
fear my good Genius, who was wont to visit me with 
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nightly visions * in woods and brakes, and by the rivert 
marge,' is now dying of a fen-ague ; and I shall thus 
prolmbly emerge from my retreat, not a hair*brained son 
of imagination, but a sedate black-lettered book-worm, 
with a head like an etymologicon magnum. 

Forgive me this ffippancy, in which I am not very apt 
to indulge, and let me offer my best wishes that it is not 
with your muse as with mine. Eloquence has always 
been thought akin to poetry : though her efforts are not 
so effectually perpetuated, she is not the less honored, or 
her memory the less carefully preserved. Many very 
plausible hypotheses are contradicted by facts, yet I 
should imagine that the genius which pirompted your 
^Canspimcy^ would be no common basis on which to 
erect a superstructure of oratorical fame. ^Est enim 
oratori finitimus Poeta, numeris adstrictior pauIo, ver- 
borum autem licentia liberior, multis vero ornandi gene- 
ribus socius, ac pene par,' &c. You no doubt, are well 
ao(piah3ited with this passage, in the 1st DiaL de Orat so 
I shall not go on with it ; bat I encourage a hope, that I 
«hall one day see a living proof of the truth of this post- 
tion in yo«. Do not quite exclude me from a kind of 
S^ow-feeting with you in your oratorical pursuits, for 
you know I muM make myself a fit herald for the impor- 
tant message I am ordained to deliver, and I shall be- 
stow som^ pains to this end. No inducement whatever 
i^ould prevail on me to enter into orders, if I were not 
thoroughly convinced of the truth of the religion I pro- 
fess, as contained in the New Testament ; and I hope 
that whatever I know to be the truth, I shall not hesitate 
to proclaim, however much it may be disliked or despised* 
The discovery of Truth, it is notorious, ought to be the 
object of all true philosophy ; and the attainment of this 
end must, to a philosopher, be the greatest of all possi- 
ble blessings. If then a man be satisfied that he has 
arrived at the fountain-head of pure Truth, and yet, be- 
cause the generality of men hold different sentiments, 
dares not avow it, but tacitly gives assent to falsehiood^ 
he withholds from men what, according to his principles, 
it is for their good to know — ^he prefers his personal good 
to Truth — and he proves that, whatever he may profess, 
he is not imbued with the spirit of true philosophy. 

I have some intention of becoming a candidate for Sir 
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Willtam Brown's medals this year ; and if I should, it 
would be a great satisfaction to me to subject my attempts 
t& 80 good a classic as I understand you to be. In the 
mean time, you will confer a real favor on me, if you will 
transcribe some of your Latin verses for me, as I am anx- 
ious to see the general character of modern Latin as it is 
received at Cambridge : and elegant verses always give 
me great pleasure, in whatever language I read them. 
Such I know yours will be. 

• *■««« 

In this remote corner of the world, where lye have 
neither books nor booksellers, I am as ignorant of the 
affairs of the literary world as an inhabitant of Siberia* 
Sometimes the newspaper gives me some scanty hints ; 
but, as I do not see a review, I cannot be said to hold 
converse with the Republic. Pray, is the voice of the 
Muses quite suspended in the clang of arms, or do they 
yet sing, though unheeded ? Ml literary information 
will be to me quite new and interesting ; but do not sup* 
pose I hope to intrude on your more valuable time with 
these things. When you shall have leisure, I hope tp 
hear from you ; and whatever you say, coming from you, 
it cannot fail to interest. 

Believe me, dear sir, very sincerely yours. 

H, K. WHITE. 



TO MR. K. SWANN. 

Winteringham, 16tii March, 18A5. 



BEAR KOKi!, 



I WAS affectpd by the death of young B . He once 

called upon me with Mr. H , when I was very iU, and 

on that occasion Mr. H said to us both, 'Young mm^ 

I would ha/ve you both pack off to Lisbon^ for you toont last long 

ifyou^tay here.^ Mr. H was then about to set out 

&r Hamburgh ; and he told me afterwards that he never 
expected to see me again, for that he thought I was more 

desperately gone in consumption than B . Yet you 

see how the good providence of God has spared me, and 
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I am yet living, as I trust, to serve him with all my 
strength. Had I died then, I should have perished for-' 
ever ; but I have now hope, through the Lord Jesus, that 
I shall see the day of death with joy, and possibly be the 
means of rescuinff others from a similar situation. I cer- 
tainly thought of the ministry at first with improper mo-' 
tives, and my views of Christianity were for a long time 
very obscure ; but I have, I trust, gradually been grow- 
ing out of darkness into light, and I feel a well grounded 
hope, that God has sanctified my heart for great and valu- 
able purposes. Wo unto me if I frustrate his designs ! 



TO Hig BROTHER NEVILLE. ^ 

WintMingluun, April, 1805. 
DBAB NKVnXE, 

• • « « « 

You wrote me a long sheet this last time, and I have 
every reason to be satisfied with it, yet I sometimes wish 
I could make you write closer and smaller. Since your 
mind must necessarily be now much taken up with other 
things, I dare not press my former inquiries on subjects 
of reading. When your leisure season comes, I shall be 
happy to hear from you on these topics. 

It is a remark of an ancient philosophical poet, 
(Horace,) that every man thinks his neighbour's, condi- 
tion happier than his own ; and, indeed, common expe- 
rience shows, that we are too apt to entertain romantic 
notions of absent, and to think meanly of present things ; 
to extol what we have had no experience of, and to be- 
discontented with what we possess. The man of busi- 
ness sighs for the sweets of leisure : the person who*, 
with a taste for reading, has few opportunities for it, 
thinks that man's life the sum of bliss, who has nothing 
to do but to study. Yet it often happens that the condi- 
tion of the envier is happier than that of the envied. 
You have read Dr. Johnson's tale of the poor Tallow- 
chandler, who, after sighing for the quiet of country 
life, at length scraped money enough to retire, but found 
his long-sought-for leisure so insupportable, that' he 
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made a voluntary offer to his raecessor to come up to 
town every Friday, and melt tallow for him gratis. It 
would be BO with half the men of business, who sigh so 
earnestly for the sweets of retirement ; and you may re* 
ceive it as one of the maturest observations I have been 
able to make on human life, that there is no condition 
so happy as that of him who leads a life of full and con*- 
stant employment. His amusements have a zest which 
men of pleasure would gladly undergo all his cbrudgery 
to experience : and the regular succession of business, 
provided his situation be not too anxious, drives away 
from his brain those harassing speculations which are 
continually assaulting the man of leisure, and the man 
of reading. The studious man, though his pleasures are 
of the most refined species, finds cares and disturbing 
thoughts in study. To think much and deeply will 8(x>n 
mfike a man sad. His thoughts, ever on the wing, often 
carry him where he shudders to be e^en in imagination. 
He is like a man in sleep — sometimes his dreams are 
pleasing, but at others, horror itself takes possession of 
his imagination ; and this inequality of mind is almost 
inseparable from much meditation and mental exercise. 
From this cause it often happens, that lettered and phi- 
losophical men are peevish in their tempers, and austere 
in their manners. The inference I would draw from 
these remarks is generally this, that although every man 
carries about him the seeds of happiness or misery in his 
own bosom, yet it is «t truth not liable to many excep- 
tions, th|tt men are more equally free from anxiety and 
care, in proportion as they recede from the more refined 
and mental, to the grosser and bodily employments and 
modes of life, but that the happiest condition is placed 
in the middle, between the extremes of both. Thus a 
person with a moderate love of iteading, and few oppor<- 
tunities of indulging it, would be inclined to envy one 
in my situatf oa, because such a one has nothing to do 
but to read : but I could tell him, that though my studi- 
ous pleasures are more comprehensive than his, they 
are not more exquisite, and that an occasional banquet 
gives more delight than a continual feast. Reading 
should be dearer to you than to me, because I always 
read, and you but seldom. 

24 
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Almond and I took a small boat on Monday, and set 
out for Hull, a distance of thirteen miles, as some com- 
pute it, though others make it less. We went very 
merrily with a good pair of oars, until we came within 
four miles of Hull, when, owing to some hard working, 
we were quite exhausted ; but as the tide was nearly 
down, and the shore soft, we could not get to«ny villa- 
ges on the banks. At length we made HuU, and just 
srrived in time to be grounded in the middle of the haj> 
bour, without any possible means of getting e^bore tiU 
the flux or flood. As we were half iamished, I deter*^ 
mined to wade ashore for provisions, and had the satin* 
faction of getting above the knees in mud almost every 
atep I made. When I got ashore, I recollected I had 
given Almond all my cash. This was a terrible dileoama 
— ^to return back was too laborious, and I expected the 
tide flowing every minute. At last- 1 determined to go 
to the inn where we usually dine when we go to Hvul, 
and try how much credit I possessed there, and I hap- 
pily found no difiiculty in procuring refreshments, which 
I carried ofi* in triumph to the boat. Here new difficul- 
ties occurred ; for the tide had flowed in considerably 
during my absence, although not sufficiently to move the ' 
boatt, so that my wade was much worse back than it 
haii'i>een before. On our return, a most placid and 
calm day was converted into a cloudy one, and we had 
a brisk gale in our teeth. Knowing we were quite safe, 
we struck a<aross from Hull to Barton ; and when we 
were off Hazel Whelps, a place which is always roughi 
we had some tremendous swells, which we weathered 
admirably, and (bating our getting on the wrong side of , 
a. bank, owing to the deceitml appearance of the coast) 
we had a prosperous voyage home, having rowed twenty- 
six miles in less than five hours. 



< 



TO MR- K. SWANN. 

Winteringbam, April eth, 1805. '^ 

• • • « • 

ToHR complaint of the lukewarmness of your affections 
towards spiritual things, is a very common one with 
Christians. We all feel it ; and if it be attended with an 
teraest desire to acquit ourselves in this respect, and to 
recover our wonted fervor, it is a complaint indicative 
of our faithfulness. In cases of Christian experience, I 
submit my own opinion to any body's, and have too se- 
xiotis a distrust of it myself, to offer it as a rule or maxim 
of unquestionable authority ; but I have found, and think, 
that die best remedy against lukewarmness, is an obsti- 
nlite persisting in prayer, until our affections be moved ; 
and a regular habit of going to religious duties with a 
prepared and hieek heart, thinking more of obtaining 
oommunion withOod, than of spending so many minutes 
in seeking it. Thus, when we pray, we must not kneel 
down with the idea that we are to spend so many min* 
utes in supplication, and after the usual time has elapsed^ 
go about our regular business ; we must remind ourselves 
that we have an object in prayer, and that until that ob- 
ject be attained, uiat is, until we are satisfied that our 
Father hears us, we are not to conceive that our duty is 
performed, although we may be in the posture of prayer 
for an hour. 



TO HIS MOTHER. 

Wlnteringham, ISth April, 1805. 



MT DBAS MOTHEt, 




tS^ eoMPLETfi froiEi 

will be able, without aby difficulty, to teach them the 
nidimentfl of astronomy. The machine, simple as it may 
seem, is such that you cannot fhil to understand the plan- 
etary system by it ; and were it not that I cannot afibrd 
the additional expense, I could make it much more com^ 
plete and interesting. You must not expect' anything 
striking in the instrument itself, as it only consists of an 
index-plate, with rods and bails. — It wiU explain the sitii^ 
ation of the planets, their courses, the motion of the earth 
and moon, the causes of the seasonsy the different length^ 
of day and night, the reason of eclipses, transits, &c« 
When you have seen it, and read the explanatory lec- 
tures, you will be able to judge of its plainness ; and if' 
you find you understand it, you may teach geo^phy 
scholars its use. Should it fall in other points of view, i^ 

will be useful to Maria and Catharine. 

* ' ^ • « » 

Remember to keep up the plan of family worship on 
Sundays with strictness until I come, and it will probably 
pave the way for still further improvements, which I may, 
perhaps, have an opportunity of making while I stay with 
you. Let Maria and Catharine be more particularlv 
taught to regard Sunday as a day set apart from all worid- 
ly occupations. — ^Let them have everything prepared for 
the Sabbath on the preceding day ; ana De carefully 
warned, on that day in particular, to avq^ paying too 
great an attention to dress. I know howv important 
habits like these will be to their future happiness even in 
this world, and I therefore press this with earnestness. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVnJLE. 

Winteriii|lwm, SOth Mar» 1S05. 
DEAR NEVILLE, 

My first business must be to thank you for the * • * *, 
which I received by Mr. K. Swann ; you must not sup- 
pose that I feel reluctance to lie under obligations to so 
affectionate a brother, when I say, that I have felt un- 
easy ever since on more accounts than one. i am con- 
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hi t^ fir^t plaee, that you bave, littLe to spare ; 
9ii4 1 fei^r, in the second, that I shall proyie a hinderance 
to a measure which I know to be necessary for your 
k(^th ,; I meaa your^ going to some waterii^-place for the 
^enefit of sea-bathing. I am aware of the nature of in- 
j|uries received at the joints, especially the knee ; and I 
am sure nothing will strengthen your knee more for the 
present, and prevent the recurrence of disease in it for 
l^e future, I would have you, therefore, if by any means 
you can be spared iq London, go to one of the neigh- 
bpuring coasts, and take sufficient time to recover your 
length. You may pitch upon some . pleasant place, 
where there will be sufficient company to amuse you, 
and not so much as to create bustle, and make a toil of 
reflection, and turn retirement into riot. Since you 
must be as sensible as I am, that this is necessary for 
your health, I shall feel assured, if you do not go, that I 
am the cause, a consideration I would gladly spare my- 
aelf. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Nottinfluun, Juae, 1805. 
BfY D£AK BROTHER, 

I WROTE you a long letter from Winteringham some 
time ago, whidi I now apprehend you have never re- 
ceived, or, if you have, some more important concerns 
have occupied your time than writing to me on general 
subjects. Feeling, however, rather weary tornight, I 
' have determined to send this sheet to you,. as a proof 
that, if I am not a punctual^ I am certainly far from^a 
ceremonious correspondent. 

Our adventure on the Humberyou should have learn- 
ed from K. Swann, who, with much minuteness, filled 
up three sides of a letter to his friend with the account. 
The matter was pimply this : He, Almond, and myself, 
made an excursion about twelve or fourteen miles up 
the Humber; on our return ran aground, were left by 
the tide on a sand-bank, and were obliged to remain six 
hours in an open boat exposed to a heavy rain, high 
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wind, and pierdog oold, voitU the tide rotfe^ wliM two 
men brought a toat to our assistance. We got heme 
&bout twdve o'dock at night : no eril oonseqoenoee 
Ensued, owing to our using every exertian we omU 
think of to keep warmth in oor bodies. 



>rik*> 



TO MR. JOHN CHAaiJESWOi(TH. 

Nottingltam. VTth Sunt ISOSw 
MY DEAR FRIEND, 

It is sometime since I wrote to you, and still longer 
since I heard from you ; bat you are acquainted with my 
unceremonioos disposition, and will, I hope, pardon me 
for obtruding an unbidden guest on your notice. I trnve 
a q)iestioii to ask of you in the first place, and I shall 
then fill up my letter with all the familiarity of a man 
talking by your side, and saying anything, i:ather than 
be accused of saying nothing. My leisure will scarcely 
pennit me to write to you again while I am here, and I 
shall therefore make the best use of the present occar 

sion. 

« « • • • 

We have been fagging through Rollings Ancient His* 
tory, and some other historical books, as I believe, to no 
great purpose. RoUin is a valuable and truly pious 
writer, but so crammed and garnished with reflectione, 
that you lose the thread of the story, while the poor man 
is prosing about the morality of it ; when, too, after all,, 
the moral is so obvious as not to need insisting upon. 
Tou may give my compliments to your good friends 
Oalen, Hippocrates, and Paracelsus, and tell them I 
had much rather pay them my devoirs at a distance, 
than come into close contact with them or their cathar- 
tics. Medical Greek, and Medical Latin, would act as a 
sudorific upon any man, who should hear their tremen- 
dous technicals pronounced with the true ere rt^undo of 
a Scotdi physician. 

And now, my dear sir, we will cry a truce to flippan- 
cy— «I have neither time nor inclination to indulge in it 
to excess. Tou and I have been sometime asunder in 
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t)if [pursuit of our several etudies ^ yon to the lively and 
buay mat of gayety, fashion) andfoUy ; — I to the retired 
haiinto^of a secluded village, and the studious walls of a 
silejQt aad aueieut parsonage. At first siffht one would 
think that my lot had been most profitable, as undoubt- 
edly it is most secure ; but wheA we come to consider 
the present state of things in the capital, the boundless 
opportunities of spiritual improvement which oSer them- 
selves, and the very superior society which every seri- 
ous man may there join With, the tables seem turned in 
your favor. I hope and trust this is really the case, and 
that, with philosophical strength of mind, vou have turn- 
ed an unregarding ear to the voice of folly, and contin- 
ued fixed upon the serener and far more exquisite occu- 
pations of a religious life. . I have been cultivating in 
ratirement by slow apd imperceptible degrees, a closer 
xommunion with God ; but you have been led, as it were, 
in triumph by the eneirgetic discourses of the uiany good 
men whom you have had the opportunity of hearing, to 
he^hts of religious satisfaction, which I can at present 
only sigh for at a distance. I appeal to you whether 
the grace of God is not the source of ejiLquisite enjoy- 
ments ? What can be more delightful than that sweet 
and placid calm which it casts over one's mind ; or than 
the tenderness it sheds abroad in our hearts, both with 
regard to God, and our poor fellow-laborers ? Even 
worldly-minded men confess that this life is, at best, but 
a scene of anxiety^ and disappointmjent, and distress. 
How absurd then, and inconsistent must be their con- 
duct, when, in spite of this so general and confirmed an 
experience, they neglect what ca^ alone alleviate the 
sorrows of this life, and provide for the happiness of the 
next ? How much more is he to be envied, who can 
exclaim with St. Paul, ^ The world is crucified unto mcy and 
I tuito the tDorU, ' ^ / have Uam/^^ in whenever state I am^ 
therewith to be content.^ f The world passeth away and the lust, 
thereof; but he that doeth the will cjjf God abideth for everJ^ 
There is, in truth, an indescribable satisfaction in the 
service of God,; his grace imparts such composure in 
time of trouble, and such fortitude in the anticipation of 
it, at the same time that it increases our pleasures by 
making them innocent, that the Christian, viewed either 
as militant in this troublesome scene, or as a traveller 
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vrho is hastening, by a diffieuH, but short journey, to fr 
better country, is a most enviable and happy character. 
The man who lives without God in the world, on t^ 
other hand, has neither rest here, nor certainty or hope 
for the future. His reflections must, at all times, be 
dubious and dark, not to say distressing ; and his most 
exquisite enjoyments must have a sting of fear and ap- 
prehension in them, vi^hich is felt when the gay hour is 
over, and its joys no more reniembered. Many wicked 
and dissipated men sigh in secret- for the state of the 
righteous, but they conceive there aire insuperable 
obstacles in the way of religion, and that they mbst 
amend their lives before they can hope for acceptance, 
or even dare to seek acceptance with God. But what a 
miserable delusion is this ! If this were truly the case, 
how awful would be the condition of the sinner ! for we 
know that our hearts are so depraved, and so obstinate* 
ly addicted to sin, that they cannot forsake it without 
some more than mortal power to cut asunder the bonds 
of innate corruption, and loosen the afiections from this 
sinful bondage. I was talking a few days ago with a 
young surgeon who is just returned from the East-Indies, 
and was expostulating with hun on his dissolute habits : 
' Sir,* said he, * I know you are happy, and I would 
give worlds to be able to subdue my passions ; but it is 
impossible, it never can be done : I have made resolution 
upon resolution, and the only effect has been that I have 
plunged the deeper into vice than ever,' What could be 
a stronger illustration of the Scripture truth, That man's 
heart is naturally corrupt, and desperately wicked f 
Since wickedness is misery, can we conceive that an all- 
good and benevdlent God would have originally created 
man with such a disposition ? It is sin which hath made 
the world a vale of tears. It is the power of the cross 
of Jesus Christ alone that can redeem us from our natu- 
ral depravity : — ^Yes, my friend, * We know on wkom we 
have believed ; and we are persuaded that he is able to 
keep that which we have committed unto him against 
the great day.' When I occasionally reflect on the his- 
tory of the times when the great Redeemer appeared, 
behold Qod preparing his way before him, uniting all 
the civilized world in oi^e language, (Greek,) for the 
speedier disseminating of the blessed Gospel ; and then/ 
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wben I compare kis precepts with those of tibe moei 
famotis of ancient sages, and meditate on his life, his 
manners, his sufTeringS) and cruei death, I am lost in 
w<mder, love, and gratitude. Such a host of evidence 
attended him, as no power hixt that of the devil odold 
withstand. His doctrines, compared with the morality 
of the then worid, seem indeed to have dropped down 
from heaven. Um meekness, his divine compassion and 
pity for, and forgiveness of, his bitterest enemies, con^ 
vinces me that he was indeed the Word ; that he was 
what he professed to be, Gk>d, in his Son, reeonciling. 
the worid to himself. These thoughts open my eyes to 
mv own wretched ingractitnde and disregard of so merci- 
ftti and compassionate a master ; under sndi impressions, 
i coold ardently Umg to be separated altc^ether from 
the af&irs of this life, and live alone to my Redeemer* 
But, al»i ! this does not last Icv^— the pleasing outside 
of the delusive worid entices my heart away ; beauty 
simdes me into a disgust of religion, and the fear of sin«> 
gularity frowns. me into the conoealment of it* Ifow 
artfully does tl^ arch-deceiver insinuate faimsdf mto 
om* hearts ! He tells us, that there is a deal of unneoea^ 
sary moroseness in religion, a deal toe many hamiliat'' 
ing conditions in the G^pel, and many ignorant absnus 
dities ih its professors ; while, on the other hand, th^ 
polite world is so cheerful and pleasing, so full of 
hflormless gayety and refined elegance, that we cannot 
but love it. This is an insidious spedes of reasoning* 
Could we but see things in their true colors, were hsi 
the fake tamUhoff^ the society of the Qospel would seem 
an assembly of atigeb, and that of the worid a congrega* 
tion of devils : but it is the best way not to reason with 
the Tempter. I have a Talisman, whidi at once puts 
to flight all his arguments ; it is the name of my Saviour, 
and against that the gates of hell shall not'prevail. That 
is my anchor and my confidence ; I can go with that to 
the bed of death, and lift up the eyes of the dying and 
despairing wretch to the great Intercessor; I can go 
with this into the society of the cheerful, and come 
away with lightness of heart and entertainment of spirit. 
In every circumstance of life I can join with Job, who, 
above fourteen hundred years before Jesus 'Christ, ex- 
claims, in the fervor of holy anticipation, ^ I know that 
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my Redeemer liveth, and that he shall stand. at the 
latter day upon the earth : and thoi]^ after my skin 
worms destroy this body, yet in my flesh shall I see 
God.' 

The power of the (Gospel was never more stroi^Iy il- 
lustrated than in the late mission to Greenland. These 
poor and unlettered- tribes, who* inhabit nearly the ex* 
tremest verge of animal existence, heard the discourses 
cf the- Danish missionaries on the being of a God with 
stupid unconcern, expressed their assent to everything 
that was proposed to them, and then hoped to extort 
some present for their complacency. For ten years did 
a very learned and pious man labor among them with«- 
out the conversion of a single soul. He thought that ha 
must prove to them the existence of a God,, atd the 
originiu stain of our natures, before he could preach the 
peculiar doctrines of the Gospel, and he could never get 
over this first step ; for they either could not understand 
it, or would not, and when no presents were to be ha4i 
turned away in disgust. At length he saw his error, 
and the plan of operations was altered. Jesus Chri^ 
was preached in simplicity, without any preparation* 
The Greenlandens seemed thoughtful, amazed, and con- 
founded ; their eyes were opened to their depraved and 
lost state. The Gospel was received everywhere with 
ardent attention. The flame spread like wildfire over 
the icy wastes of Greenland ; numbers came from the re- 
motest recesses of the Northern Ocean to hear the wor4 
of life ; and the greater part of the population of that 
extensive country has in time been baptized in the name 
of the Father, and the Son, and the Holy Ghost 

I have now filled my sheet. — Pardon my prolixity, and 
believe me, my prayers are ofiered up, frequenUy, for 
your continuance of the path you have chosen. For 
myself, I need your prayers — ^may we be a mutual as* 
sistance to each other, and to all our fellow laborers in 
the Lord Jesus. 

Believe me your sincere friend, 

H. K. WHITE. 



.. . . • 

TO MR. JOHN CHARLESWORTH. 

« 

Nottinghain, 6Ui Jalj, 1805. 
JXKAS OHABLIESWOSTH, 

"»'♦••♦ 

I BEo you will admire the elegance of texture and 
fihape of the sheet on which I have the honor to write 
€0 you, and beware lest, in drawing your conclusions, 
you conceive that I am turned exciseman ; — ^for I assure 
you I write altogether in character ; — a poor Cambridge 
scholar, with a patrimony of a few old books, an ink- 
horn, and some sundry quires of papW, manufactured 
as the envelopes of pounds of tea, but converted into 
repositories of learning and taste. 
^ 'Hie classics are certainly in disrepute. The ladies 
have no more reverence for Greek and Latin, than they 
have for an old peruke, or the ruffles of Queen Anne. 
I verily believe that they would hear Homer's Greek 
ivithout evidencing one mark of terror and awe, even 
though spouted by a university orator, or a Westmin- 
ster Stentor. O tempara ! o mores ! the rural elegance of 
the twanging French homy and the vile squeak of the 
Italian fddle are more preferred than all the energy, and 
^1 the sublimity of all the Greek and Roman orators, 
historians, poets, and philosophers, put together. Now, 
nnr, as a classic, I cannot bear to have the honorable 
fame of the ancients thus despised and contemned, and 
therefore I have a controversy with all the beaux and 
belles, Frenchmen and Italians. When they tell me 
that I walk by rule and compass, that I balance my body 
with strict regard to the centre of gravity, and that I 
have more Greek in my pate than grace in my limbs, I 
«can bear it all in sullen silence, for you know it must be 
a libel', since I am no mathematician, and therefore can- 
not have learned to walk ill by system. As for grace, 
I do" believe, since I read XenopMon, I am become a very 
elegant man, and in due time shall be able to spout 
Pindar, dancing in due gradation the advancing, ret- 
rograde, and medium steps, according to the regular pro- 
rress of the strophe, antistrophe, and epode. You and 
will be very fashionable men, after the manner of the 
Greeks : we will institute an orchestra foir the exercise of 
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the ars saUandij and will recline at our meals on th^ legiti** 
mate Triclinium of the ancients— only banish all mo&m 
beaux and belles, to whom I am a professed and declared 
enemy. 

So much for ffippancy — 

Vale ! S. R- V. B. E. E. Q. V. 

H. K. WHITE. 



TO Ha. SJgRJEANT ROUGH. 

Bilgf , near Winteringham, July, 1805. 

mr 9BAR sot, 

I HAVE just missed you at Lincoln, where I had some 
expectations of seeing you, and had not circumstances 
jwrevented, I had certainly waited there till to^norrow 
morning for that purpose. This letter, whidi I wrot^ 
at Brig^, I shall convey to you at Kirton, by some per- 
son gomg to the session ; many of whom, I have no 
doubt, are to be found in this litigious little town. 

Your mis-directed epistle, to my great sorrow, ner^ 
reached my hands. As I was very anxious to get it, I 
made many inquiries at the post-offices round ; but they 
were all in vain. I consider this as a real loss, and I 
hope vou will regard me as still under the pressure of 
vexation, until I receive some substitute from your 
hands. 

Had I any certain expectation of hearing you address 
tht Court or Jury sworn at Kirton, no circumstances should 
prevent me from being present ; so do I long to mark the 
dawnings of that eloquence which will one day ring 
through every court in the Midland Circuit. I think the 
noise of * * *, the overbearing petulance of * * *, and 
the decent assurance of * * *, will readily yield to that 
pure, chaste, and manly eloquence, which, I have no 
doubt, you chiefly cultivate. It seems to me, who am 
certainly no very competent judge, that there is a uniform 
mode, or art, of pleading in our courts, which is in itself 
faulty, and is, moreover, a bar to the higher excellenees. 
Tou know, before a barrister begins, in what manner he 
will treat the suliject ; you anticipate his pantivene$$j his 
complete confidence in the stability of his case, his COU'^ 
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tempt of his o]^>onent, his voluble exaggeration, and the 
vehemence ofius indignation. All these are as of course. 
It is no matter what sort of a face the business assume : 
if Mr. be all impetuosity, astonishment, and indig- 
nation on one side, we know he would not have been a 
whit less impetuous, less astonished, or less indignant, 
on the other, had he happened to have been retained. 
It is true, this assurance of success, this contempt of an 
opponent, and dictatorial decision in speaking, are calcu- 
lated to have effect on the minds of a jury ; and if it be 
the business of a counsel to obtain his ends by any means, 
he is right to adopt them ; but the misfortune is, that all 
these things are mechanical, and as much in the power 
of the opposite counsel as in your own ; so that it is not 
80 much who argues best, as who speaks last, loudest, 
or longest. True eloque^ice, on the other hand, is 
confident only where there is real ground for confidence, 
trusts more to reason and facts than to imposing decla- 
mation, and seeks rather to convince than dazzle, The 
obstreperous rant of a pleader may, for a while, intimi- 
date a jury ; but plain and manly argument, delivered in 
a candid and ingenuous manner, will more effectually 
work upon their understandings, and will make, an ini- 
preslsion on which the froth of declamation will be lost. 
I think a man who would plead in this manner, would 
gain the confidence of a jury, and would find the avenues 
uf their hearts much more open, than a man of more as- 
surance, who, by too much confidence where there is 
much doubt, and too much vehemence where there is 
greater need of coolness, puts his hearers continually in 
mind that he is pleading for hire. There seems to me 
so much beauty in truth, that I could wish our barristers 
, would make a distinction between cases, in their opinion 
well or ill-founded, embarking their whole heart and 
soul in the one, and contenting themselves with a per 
spicuous and forcible statement of their client's case in 
the other. 

Pardon my rambling. The cacoethes scribendi can only 
be used by indulgence, And we have all a propensity to 
talk about things we do not understand. 
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TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Winteringbam, Aagmt SOCb, 1805. '< ' 

DEAR NEVILLE, 

« ' • • • • 

I AM very sensible of all your affection, in your anxie- 
ty that I should not diminish my books ; but I am by no 
means relieved from the anxiety which, on more ac- 
counts than one, I am under, as to my present situation, 
80 great a burden to the family, when I ought to be a 
support. My father made some heavy complaints when 
I was at home ; and though I am induced to believe that 
he is enough harassed to render it very excusable, yet I 
cannot but feel strongly the peculiarity of my situation ; 
and, at my age, feel jashamed that I should add to his 
burdens. At present I have my hands completely tied 
behind me. When I get to college, I hope to have more 
opportunities of advantage, and, if I am fortunate, I shall 
probably relieve my father and mother from the weight 
which I now lay upon them. I wish you, if you read 
this letter to my mother, to omit this part. 



TO CAPEL LOFFT, ESQ. 

Winteringbam, Sept. lOtb, 1805. 
DEAR sm, 

Your letter has at length reached me at this place, 
where I have been for the last ten months employed in 
classical reading with Mr. Grainger. It gives me plea- 
sure to hear of you, and of poetry : for,' since I came 
here, I have not only been utterly shut out from all in- 
tercourse with the lettered wt)rld, but have totally laid 
aside the pen of inspiration. I have been actuated to 
this by a sense of duty ; for I wish to prove that I have 
not coveted the ministerial office through the desire of 
learned leisure, but with an ardent wish to do my duty 
as a teacher of the truth. I should blush to present 
myself as a candidate for that office in an unqualified 
and unprepared state ; and as I have placed my idea 
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of the necessary qualifications very high, all the time 
between now and my taking my degree will be little 
enough for these purposes alone. I often, however, cast 
e look of fond regret to the darling occupations of my 
younger hours, and the tears rush into my eyes, as I 
fancy I see the few wild flowers of poetic genius, with 
which I have been blessed, withering with neglect. 
Poetry has been to me something more than amuse- 
ment ; it has been a cheerful companion when I have 
had no other to fly to, and a delightful solace when con- 
eolation has been in some measure needful. I cannot, 
therefore, discard so old and faithful a friend without 
deep regret, especially when I reflect that, stung by my 
ingratitude, he may desert me forever ! 

• 41 « • • 

With regard to your intended publication, you do me 
too much honor by inserting my puerilities along with 
6u6h g'ood company as I know I shall meet there. I 
wish I could present you with some sonnets worthy of 
your work. I have looked back amongst my old papers, 
•and find a few verses under that name, which were 
Written between the time when * Clifton Grove ' was 
«ent to the press, and its final appearance. The look- 
ing over these papers has recalled a little of my old 
warmth, and I have scribbled some lines, which, as they 
owe their rise to your letter, I may fairly (if I have 
foom) present you. I cannot read the sonnets' which I 
iiave found amongst my papers with pleasure, and there- 
fore I shall not presume to show them to you. I shall 
anxiously expect the publication of your work. 

I shall be in Cambridge next month, being admitted a 
fiizer at St. John's. Trinity would have suited my 
plans better, but the expenses of that" college are greater. 

With thanks for your kind remembrance of me, I 
remain, dear sir, very respectfully and thankfully yours, 

H. K. WHITE. 

Ye8, my stray stefM have wanderM, wander'd far 
From thee, and long, heart-eoothing Poesy ! 
> And many a flower, which in the passing time 
My heart hath registerM, nipp'd ay the chill 
' Of undeserved neglect, hath snrank and died. 
Heart-soothing Poesy ! — ^Tliough thou hast ceased 
To hover o*er the many-voiced strings 
Of my long silent lyre, yet thou canst still 
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Call the warm tear irom its thrioe-faaUow'd odi. 

And with recalled images of bliM 

Warm my rehKtant hfwrt« — Yea, I weiild throw* 

Once more would throwi a quick and hurried hand 

O'er the responding diords.— It hath not oeiued^- 

It cannot, will not cease ; the heavenly warmth 

Flavs roond my heart, and mantles o^ my cheok ; ' 

6 tin, though uiilMdden, f^ys.-^Fair Poesv ! 

The summer and tiie spiing, the wind and rain. 

Sunshine, and storm, with rarious interchange. 

Have mark'd full many a day, and week, and monthj 

Since by dark wood, or Iiamlet for retired. 

Spell-struck, with thee I k>iter'd.— >SoreeraM ! 

I cannot burst thy bonds ! — It is but lift 

I'hy bhie eyes to that deep-bespangled vault, 

W reach tliy enchanted tresses round thine arm, 

And mutter some obscure and charmed rhyme. 

And I could follow thee, on thy nigltt's work. 

Up to the regions of thrice-chastened fire. 

Or in the caverns of the ocean flood, 

'J'lirid the light mazes of thy volant iooU 

Yft other duties call me, and mine ear 

Must turn away from the high minstrelsy 

Of thy soal-tr«ficiDg harp, unwillingly 

Must turn away ; there are severer strains, 

(And surelv th«^ are sweet as ever smote 

The ear of spirit, from this mortal coil 

Released ana disembodied,) there are strains, 

Forlnd to all, save tho^ whom solemn thought, 

Throu|^ the probation of revolving years. 

And mighty converse with the spini of truth. 

Have purged and purified. — ^l^o these my sold 

Aspireth ; and to this siiUiraer end 

Igird niyself, and climb the toilsome eteep 

with patient c?q)ectation. — Tea, sometimes 

Foretaste of Miss rewards me ; and sometimei 

Spirits unseen upon my footsteps wait. 

And minister strange music, which doth seem 

Now near, now distant, now on hi|^, now low. 

Then s>»'eUin^ from all sides, with iilist eon^detey 

And full fruition filling all the sojul. 

Surely such ministry, though rare, may soothd 

The steep ascent, sinid dieat the lassitude 

Of toil ; and but that my fond heart 

Reverts to day-dreams of the summer gone, 

When hy clear frontain, or embowered brakift, ' 

1 lay a listless mnser, prizii^, far 

Above all other lore, the poet's theme ; 

But for such recollections I could brace 

My stubborn spirit for the arduous path 

Of science unr^retting ; eye afar 

Philosophy upon her steepest height. 

And with boM step, and resohite attempt, 

Pursue her to the innermost recess. 

Where throned in light she sits, the Queen of Truth. 

These verses form neariy the only poetical effort of 
this year. Pardon their imperfections. 
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TO fifR. B. BfADDOCK. 

St. Jobli*s, Oct. I8tli 1805. 



BITDBAR BBN, 



I AM at length finally settled in my rooms, and, accor- 
ding to my promise, I write to you to tell you so. I did 
not feel quite comfortable at first here ; but I now begin 
to feel at home, and relish my silent and thoughtful cup 
of tea more than ever. Amongst our various occupations, 
that of attending chapel is to me not the least irksome, 
for the service is read in general below the span of my 
auditory nerve ; but when they chant, I am quite charm- * 
ed, for our organ is fine, and the voices are good. This 
is, however, only on high days and festivals, in which 
number the present day is to be reckoned (St. Luke's.) 

My mathematical studies do not agree with me, and 
you may satisfy yourself I shall nevter be a senior wrang- 
ler. Many men dome up with knowledge enough for the 
highest honors, and how ciin a man be expected to keep 
up with them who starts without any previous fund ? 
Our lectures begin on Monday, and then I shall know 
more of college difficulties . 

My rooms are in the top story of the farthest court of 
St. John's (which you perhaps remember) near the clois- 
ters. They are light, and tolerably pleasant ; though, as 
there was no furniture in them, and I have not yet bought 
many necessary articles, they look very bare. Your phiz 
over the chimney-piece has been recognised by two of my 
fellow students ; the one recollected its likeness to Mr. 
Maddock of Magdalene ; and the other said it was like a 
young man whom he had seen with Mr. Maddock, and 
whom he supposed to be his brother. 

Of my new acquaintances, I have become intimate with 
a Mr. * * *, who, I hope, will be senior wrangler. He 
is a very serious and friendly man, and a man of no com- 
mon mathematical talents. He lives in the same court 
with me. Besides him, I know of none whose friendship 
I should value ; and including him, no one whose hand I 
would take in preference to that of my old friend, so long 
as I see my old friend with his old face. When you have 
learned to be other than what you are, I shall not regret 
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that B. M. is no longer my friend, but that my former 
friend is now no more. 



I walked through Magdalene the other day, and I 
could not help anticipating the time when I should come 
to drink your tea, and swallow your bread and butter, 
within the sacred walls. You must know our college was 
originally a convent for Black Friars ; and if a man of 
the reign of Henry the Sixth were to peep out of his 
grave, in the adjoining church-yard, and look into our 
portals, judging by our dress and appearance, he might 
deem us a convent of Black Friars still. Some of our 
brethren, it is true, would seem of very unsightly bulk ; 
but many of them, with eyes sunk into their heads, from 
poring over the mathematics, might pass very well for 
the fasting and mortified shadows of penitent monks. 

With regard to the expenses of our college, I can now 
speak decisively ; and I can tell you, that I shall be here 
an independent man. I am & Senior Sizer, under very 
favorable circumstances, and, I believe, the profits of my 
situation will nearly equal the actual expenses of the 
college. But this is no rule for other colleges, t am 
on the be$t side (there are two divisions) of St. John's, 
and the expenses here are less than anywhere else in 
the university. 

I have this week written some very elaborate verses 
for a college prize,, and I have at length learned that I 
am not qualified for a competitor, not being a Lady Mar; 
garet's scholar : so that I have lost my labor.^—Compar- 
ed with the other men of this large college, I find I am 
a respectable classic, and if I had time to give to the 
languages, I think I should ultimately succeed in them 
ipi no small degree ; but the fates forbid ; mathematics I 
must read, and in mathematics I know I never shall ex- 
cel. These are harassing reflections for a poor young 
man gaping for a fellowship ! 

If I chose I could find a good deal of religious society 
here, but I must not indulge myself with it too much. 
Mr. Simeon's preaching strikes me much. 

« • « « « 

I beg you will answer a thousand such questions as 
these without my asking them. 
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This ifit m letter of intelligence :— next shall be senti- 
ment, (or Grothio arch, for they are synonymous ac- 
cording to Mr. M.) 



TO mS MOTHER. 

8t. John's, October SGth, 1805. 



DBAftBIOTHEB, 



You seem to repose so little confidence in what I say 
with regard to my college expenses, that I am not en- 
couraged to hope you will give me much credit for what 
I am about to say, namely, that had I no money at all, 
either from my friends or Mr. Simeon, I could manage 
to live here. My situation is so very favorable, and the 
necessary expenses so very few, that I shall want very 
little more than will suffice for clothes and books. I 
have got the bills of Mr. * *, a Sizer of this college, now 
before me, and from them, and his own account, I will 
give you a statement of what my college bills will 

amount to« 

* • # • # 

Thus my college expeni^s will not be more than 121. 
or 151. a year at the nM)8t. I shall not have any occa- 
sion for the whole sum I have a claim upon Mr. Simeon, 
for ; and if things go wdl, I shall be able to live without 
being dependent on any one. The Mr. * *, whose bills I 
have borrowed, has been at college three years. He 
came over from * *, with 101. in his pocket, and has no 
friends, or any income or emolument whatever, except 
what he receives for his Siz^rship ; yet he dods support 
himself, and that, too, very genteelly. It is only men^s 
extravagance that makes college life so.expensive. There 
are Sizers at St. John's who spend 160i. -a-year: but 
they are gay, dissipated men, who choose to be Sizers 
in order that they may have more money to lavish on 
their {Measures. Our dinners and suppers co»t us noth- 
ing ; and if a man choose to eat milk-breakfasts, and go 
without tea, he may live absolutely for nothing ; for his 
college emoluments will cover the re&t of his expenses. 
Tea is indeed almost Superfluous, si^ce we do not rise 
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froin dinner tOl half past three, and tiie supper bdl riilgt 
a quarter before nine. Our mode of living is not to be 
complained of, for the table is covered with all possiUe 
variety ; and on feast-days, which our fellows take care 
are pretty frequent, we have wine. 

You will now, I trust, feel satisfied on' this subject, 
and will no longer give yourself unnecessary uneasiness 
on my account. 

• • • • * 

I was unfortunate enough to be put into unfurnished 
rooms, so that my furniture will cost me a little more 
than I expected; I suj^ose about 151., or perhaps not 
t]|uite so much. I sleep on a hair mattrass, which I find 
just as comfortable as a bed ; it only cost me 41., aloi^ 
with blankets, counterpane, and pUlows, &c. I have 
three rooms — a sitting-room, a bed-room, and a kind of 
scullery or pantry. My sitting-room is very light and 
pleasant, and what does not often happen, the walls arc 
in good case, having been lately stained green. 

I must commission my sister to make me a pair of 
letter racks, but they must not be fine, because my 
furniture is not very fine. I think the old shape (or 
octagons, one upon another) is the neatest, and wldte 
the best color. , I wish Maria would paint vignettes in 
the squares, because then I should see how her draw- 
ing proceeds. You must know that these are not intend- 
ed as mere matters of show, but are intended to answer 
some purpose ; there are so many particular places to 
attend on particular days, that unless a man is very 
cautious, he has nothing else to do than to pay forfeits 
for non-attendance. A few cards, and a little rack, will 
be a short way of helping the memory. 

I think I must get a supply of sugar from London ; for 
if I buy it here, it will cost me Is. 6d. per pound, which 
is rather too much. I have got tea enough to last the 

term out. 

• • • • « 

Although you may be quite easy on the subject of my 
future support, yet you must not form splendid ideas of 
my success at the university, for the lecturers all speak 
so low, and we sit at such a distance, that I cannot hear 
a syllable. I have, therefore, no more advantage than 
if I were studying at home. , ^ 



'i 
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' I beg weoMy KaTe no more doubts and fearcf, at l^ast 
mi my score. I think I am now very near being ofi* 
yi0Wt hsiide ; and, ssnoe my education at the univerBity 
is^quite secure, you need not ent^tain gloomy appre- 
hensions for the future ; my maintenance will, at all 
events, be decent and respectable : and you must not 
grieve yourself because 1 cannot be as rich as an alder- 
man. 

* » * • * 

Do not shoiv this letter to all comers^ nor leave it about, 
(or peopte will have a very mean idea of university edu- 
cation, when they find it costs so little ; but if they are 
saucy on the subject, tell them — I have a lord just un- 
der me. 



TO TH£ B£V. JOHN BA^IWOOD. 

St. John's, Oct. S6tb, 1805. 

« « ■ 

DEAE Slit, 

It is now many months since I wrote to you, and 
I have not received any answer. I should not have 
troubled you with this letter, but that, considering how 
much I owe to you, I thought the rules and observances 
of strict etiquette might with moral propriety be dispen- 
sed with. 

Suffer me therefore to tell you, that I am quietly and 
comfortably settled at St. John's, silently conforming my- 
self to the habits of college life, and pursuing my studies 
with such moderation as i think necessary for my health. 
I feel very much at home, and tolerably happy ; although 
the peculiar advantages of university education will in 
a great measure be lost to me, since there is not one of 
the lecturers whom I am able to hear. 

My literary ambition is, I think, now fast subsiding, 
and a better emulation springing up in its room. I con- 
"(ieive that, considering the disadvantages under which I 
labor, very little can be expected from me in the Senate 
House. I shall not, however, remit my exertions, but 
shall iEit least strive to acquit myself with credit, though 
I cannot hope for the more splendidjionors. 
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With regard to my college expenses, I hsre tiie pleas- 
lire to inform you, that my situation is so faTorable, thai 
i shall be obliged, in strict reotitiide, to wave tiie offiers 
of many of my friends. I shall not even need the sum 
Mr. Simeon mentioned, after the first year ; and it is not 
impossible that I may be able to live without any aseiatr 
ance at alK I confess I feel pleasure in the thought of 
this, not through any vain pride of independence, but 
because I shall then give a more unbiassed testimony to 
the Truth, than if I were m^^poud to be bound to it by 
any ties of obligation or gratitude. I shall always fed 
as much indebted for intended, as for actually afforded 
assistance ; and though I should never think a sei^ of 
thankfulness an oppressive burden, yet I shall be happy 
to evince it, when, in the eyes of the worlds the obligation 
to it has been dischaiged. 

• • # ' • • 

I hope you will ere long relieve me from the painful 
thought that I lie under your displeasure ; and believe 
me, dear sir, most sincerely and aiSectionately yours, 

H. K. WHITE. 



TO UR. CHABLESWORTH. 



Cum diutius k te frustra litteras expectassem memet, 
in animum tuum revocare aut iterum otio obtrudere no- 
lebam. 

Penes te erat aut nobiscum denuo per litter-as colloqui 
aut familiaritatem et necessitatem nostram silentio dim- 
4ttere. Hoc te pretulisse jam diu putaveram, cum epis- 
tola tvia mihi in manus venit. 

* * • • « 

Has litteras scribebam intra sanctos Sanctissimi Johan- 
nis.Collegii muros, in celeberrima h&c nostra acadeuiia 
GantabrigisB. 

Hie tranquillitate denique litterarum. propria, summa 
cum voluptate conjuncta fruor. Hie omnes discendi 
vias, omnes scientiffi rationes indago et perseqnor : nes- 
cio quid tandem evasurus. Certe si parum proficio, mi; 
hi culpsB jure datum erit ; modo valetudo me sinat. 
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• Hand tamen irereor, si vemm dibere cogoty ut tatu 
proficiam : quanquam infirmis auribus aliorum leeturas 
vix unqaam audire queam. In Mathematicifl panuH 
adhuc profeei: uipote qui perarduum oertamen eum 
eraditissimis quibusque in veterum linguis et moribuB 
vensatis jsmjam sim initaras. 

His in studiis pro laea perbreri sane et tanquam has- 
tema consuetudine baud mediocriter sum versatue. 

Latin^ minus eleganter scribere videor quam OrsBO^ : 
neque vero eadem voluptate scriptores Latinos lectito 
quam GrsBcos : cum autem omnem industrisd mem vim 
Somanis litteris contulerim, baud dubito quin faciles 
mihi et propitias eas faciam* 

Te etiam revocatum velim ad heec elegantia delicias- 
^e litteraram. Quid enim accommodatius videri potest 
aut ad animum quotidianis curis laboribusque oppressum 
reficiendum et recreandum, aut ad mentem et facultates 
ingenii acuendas, quam exquisita et expolita summaque 
▼i et acumine ingenii elaborata veterum scriptorum 
opera ? 



TO HIS BROTHER JAMES. 

St. JohA'a, NoY. 180S. 



inr DEAR JAMES, ^ 

You do not know how anxious I am to hear how you 
go on in all things ; and whether you still persist in 
steadfastness and seriousness. I know, my dear lad, 
that your heart is too good to run into actual vice^ yet I 
fear the example of gay and wicked persons may lead 
you to think lightly of religion, and then who knows 
where it may end ? Neville, however, will always be 
your director, and I trust you conceal none, even of 
your very thoughts, from him. Continue, James, to 
solicit the fatherly superintendence of your Maker, night 
and morning. L shall not fear for you, while I am as- 
sured you do this fervently, and not in a hurried or 
slovenly manner. With constant prayer, we have noth* 
ing to fear from the temptations of the world, the flesh, 
and the devil : God will bring us through it, and will 
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aaye us^in the midBt of peril. If we eonnider tke com- 
mon ecmditipn of man's life, and the evils and miafer* 
times to which we are daily exposed, we have need to 
biess QffA every moment for sparing us, and to beg of 
hhn, that when the daj of misfortune comes, (and 
come it must, sooner or later, to all,) we may be pre* 
pai;«d with christian fortitude to endure the shock. 
What a treasure does the religious man possess in this, 
that when everything else fails, he has God for his 
refuge ; and can look to a world where he is sure, through 
Christ Jesus, that he will not be disappointed ! 

I do not mueh heed to what place of Worship you may 
go, 60 as you are but a serious and regular attendant. 
Permit me, however, to explain the true nature of the 
question with regard to the church liturgy, in order that 
you may be the better able to judge. 

You know from the epistles of St. Paul, that soon ^ter 
the death of Jesus Christ, there were regular churdies 
established in various places, as at Corinth, Galatia, 
Thessalonica, &c., &c. Now, we are not certain that 
they used forms of prayer at all in these churches, much 
more that any part of ours was used in their time ; but 
it is certain, that in the year of our Lord 286 there was 
a general liturgy in use throughout all the churches of 
Christ. Now, if in that early time, when Christians 
were much more like the apostles than they are now, 
they used a form of prayer in the churches, it is fair to 
conclude that the practice was not unscriptural ; besides, 
at this very time, St. John the Evangelist had not been 
dead above 100 years, and one of his disciples, though at 
a very great age, was actually living. St. Chrysostom, 
who lived above 354 years after Christ, wrote some of 
our prayers, and the greater part of them have been in 
general use for a thousand years. About the year 286, 
about one thousand five hundred years ago, immense 
multitudes of savages, the Goths and Vandals, being 
enticed, by the fertility of the Italian country, ^md the 
riches of its possessors, came down from Germany, 
Hungary, and all the northern parts of Europe, upon 
the Roman empire, then enfeebled with luxury, and 
endeavoured to gain possession of the south. They 
were at first repulsed ; but as fast as they were defeated 
or slain, new hordes, allured by the accounts which 
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their countrymen gave of its opulence and abundance, 
succeeded in their stead, till the forces of the Romans 
grew unequal to the contest, and gradually gave way to 
the invaders, who, wherever they came, reduced every- 
thing to a state of barbarism. The Christians, about 
this time, were beginning to prevail in the Roman terri* 
tories, and under the emperor Constantine, who was 
the first christian king, were giving the blow to idolatry. 
But the savage intolerance of the invaders, who reduced 
the conquered to abject slavery, burned books wherever 
they found them, and even forbade the cultivation of 
learning, reduced them to the utmost distress. At this 
time they wrote, and used in their churches, all that 
part of the Litany which begins with the Lord's prayer, 
and ends with the prayer of St. Chrysostom. Thus you 
see how venerably ancient are many of our forms, and 
how little they merit that contempt which ignorant 
people pour upon them. Very holy men (men now, we 
have every reason to believe, in heaven) composed them, 
and they have been used from age to age ever since, in 
our churches, with but few alterations. But you will 
say they were used by the Roman Catholics, who are a 
very superstitious and bigoted set of people. This is 
no objection at all, because the Roman Catholics were 
not always so bad, and what is a proof of this is, that 
there once was no other religion in the world ; and we 
cannot think that church very wicked, which God 
chose, once, to make the sole guardian of his truth. 
There have been many excellent and pious men among 
the Roman Catholics, even at the time their public faith 
was corrupted. ~ 

You may have heard of the Reformation ; you know it 
was brought about by Luther and Calvin, in the sixteenth 
century, about 1536. Now, Calvin is the founder of the 
sect of Independents, such as those who meet at Castle- 
gate, yet he had a hand in framing the liturgy, which, 
with alterations, we now use, and he selected it in part 
from the liturgy of the Roman Church ; because they 
had received it from the primitive Christians, who were 
more immediately taught by the apostles. The MefoT' 
madan means that change in religion, which was brought 
about, as said before, by Luther and Calvin, in conse- 

26 
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qoence of the abuses aod errors which hsA crept ni^ 
the Romish Church. . 

You may possibly think the responses, or answers of 
the clerk and people, rather ridiculous. — This absurdityi 
l^owever) generally consists more in the manner tha4 i^ 
ti^e thing. They were intended to be pronounced alau4 
"by the people, and were used as a means to keep their 
attention awake, and show their sincerity. At the time 
this form was invented, not one man in five or six huQ* 
dred could read \ and these repetitions answered anothec 
purpose, of fij^ing important ejaculations and sentences in 
their minds. In these days the same necessity does OQt 
exist ; but we still retain the form on account of its other 
advantages, and through reverence of such an antiquity, 
as almost vouches for its being acceptable to God, whq 
has permitted it to be used by the wisest ai^d best of^ 
men for so long a period. 

I think I have now nearly tired you. Pray write tq 
me soon, and believe me, my dear James, your ver}( 
affectionate brother, 

H.K. WHITE. . 



/ TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

St. Jolm*u OoUefle, OunlnidfQ, Nov. 10. IM^ 

MTDBASBBN, 

• •. • » 

The reasons why I said mathematical studies did not 
agree with me, were these — ^that I am more inclined* to 
classical pursuits, and that, considering what disadv^m^ 
tages I lie under in being deaf, I am afraid I cannot excel 
in them. I have at present entirely laid them aside, as 
I am reading for the university scholarship^ which will 
soon be vacant : there are expected to be 13 or 14 can- 
didates, some of whom are of great note from Etom ; aad 
I have as* much expectation of gaining it, as of being 
elected supreme magus over the mysteries of Mithra. 
The scholarship is of no value in itself adequate to the 
labor of reading for it, but it is the greatest classical hoote 
in the university, and is a pretty sure road to a fellowship.* 
My classical abilities here have attracted some attenticaiy 
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and my Latin Themes, in particular, have drawn forth 
inquiries from the tutors as to the place of mv education. 
The reason why I have determined to sit wr the scho- 
larship is this, that to have simply been a candidate for 
it establishes a man's character, as many of the first 
classics in the university have failed of it. 

» • • • • 

I begin now to feel at home in my little room, and I 
wish you were here to see how snugly I sit by my bia- 
sing fire in the cold evenings. College certainly has 
charms, though I have a few things rankling at my heart 
which will not let me be quite happy. — Oraj Ora^ pro me. 

This last sentence of mine is of a very curious* tenden- 
cy, to be sure : for who is there of mortals who has not 
something rankling at his heart, which will not let him^ 
be happy } 

It is curious to observe the difierent estimations two 
men make of one another's happiness. Each of them 
surveys the /external appearances of the other's situation, 
and, comparing them with the secret disquieting circum- 
stances of his own, thinks him happier ; and so it is that 
all the world over, be we favored as we may, there is 
always something which others have, and which we our^ 
selves have not, necessary to the completion of our fe- 
licity. I think therefore, upon the whole, there is no 
such thing as positive, happiness in this world ; and a man 
can only be deemed felicitous, as he is in comparison less 
affected with positive evil. It is our business, therefore, 
to support ourselves under existing ills, with the antici- 
pation of future blessings. Life, with all its bitters, is 
a draught soon drunk ; and though we have many chan- 
ges to fear on this side the gtave, beyond it we know. 
of none. 

Your life and mine are now marked out ; and our call- 
ing is of such a nature, that it ill becomes us to be too 
much affected with circumstances of an external nature. 
It is our duty to bear our evils with dignified silence. 
Considering* our superior consolations, they are small in 
Comparison with those of others ; and though they may 
cast a sadness both over our hearts and countenances, 
which time may not easily remove, yet they must not 
interfere with our active duties, nor affect our conduct 
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towards others, except by openiog our heart with warmec 
sympathy to their woes, their wants, and miseries. 

As you have begun in your religious path, my beloved 
friend, persevere. Let your love to the Crucified^ con- 
tinue as pure as it was at first, while your zeal is more 
teihpered, and your piety more rational and mature. I 
hope yet to live to see you a pious and respected parish 
priest ; as for me — I hope I shall do my duty as I have 
strength and ability, and I hope I shall always continue, 
what I now profess myself, your friend and brother. 

H.K. WHITE. ; 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLC. 

St. hita% CHDbrldg*, 10th Dm. 180S. * .1 
OBAE NBVILLB, 

I AM SO truly hurt that you should again complain of 
my long silence, that I cannot refrain from sending this 
by the post, although I shall send you a parcel to-] 
morrow. ' The reason of my*not having sent you the' 
cravats sooner, is the difiBculty I have found. in getting 
them together, since part were in the hands of my laun- 
dress, and part dirty. I do not know whether you will 
fin'd them right, as my linen is in other respects deficient,^ 
and I have a cause at issue with my washerwoman on 
that score. This place is literaHya den of thieves ; my 
bed-maker, whom we call a gyp^ from a Greek word sig- 
nifying a vulture, runs away with everything he c^n lay 
his hands on, and when he is caught, says he only bor- - 
rows them. He stole a sack of coals a-week, ad regular- 
ly as the week came, when first I had fires ; but I have 
stopped the run of this business, by a monstrous large 
padlock, which is himg to the staple of the bin. His 
next trick was to bring me four candles for a pound in- 
stead of six ; and this trade he carried on for some time^ 
until I accidentally discovered the trick: he then said he 
had always brought me right until that time, and that 
then he had brought me fives, but had given Mr. H. (a 
man on the same staircase) one, because he thought he 
understood I had borrowed one of him ; on inquiring of 
Mr. H. he had npt given him one according to his pre- 



0I» H. K. WHITE. J05 

tehc6 : but the gentleman was not caught yet, for he 
declared he had^^nt one to the bed-maker ^of Ldrd B. in 
the i^ooms below. His neatest triidkis going to the gro- 
cer every now and then for articles in your name, which 
he, converts to his own use. I have stopped him here 
too, by keeping a checkbook. Tea, sugar, and pocket- 
handkerchiefs; dre his natural perquisites, and I verily 
believe he will soon be filling his canister out of mine be- 
fore my face. There is no redress for all this ; for if you 
Change, you are no better off: they are all alike. They 
know you regard them as a pack of thieves, and theiV 
only concern is to steal so dexterously that they may not 
be confronted with direct proof. 

• « # . • • 

Do not be surprised at any apparent negligence in my 
letters : my time has so many calls for it, that half my 
duties are neglected. Our college examination oomes 
on next Tuesday, and it is of the utmost moment that I 
acquit myself well there. A month after will follow the 
scholarship examination. My tim^, • therefore^ at pte- 
dent, will scarcely permit tjie perforrtiance of my promise 
with respect to the historical papers, but I have them in 
mind, and I am much bent on perfecting them in a man- 
ner superior to their cotnmencemcnt. 

1 would fain tvrite to my brother James, who must by 
no means think I forget him ; but I fear I shall see him 
before I write to him on the accounts above stated. 
The examination for the scholarship is distinct from 
that of our college, which is a very important one ; and 
while I am preparing for the one, I necessarily neglect 
the other. 

I wish very much to hear from you on religious topics ; 
and remember, that although my leisure at present will 
hot allow me to write to you all I wish, yet it will be 
the highest gratification to me to read your letters, es- 
pecially when they relate to your Christian progress. I 
beseech you not to relax, as you value your peace of 
itiind, and the repose of a dying bed. I widi you would 
take in the Christian Observer, which is a cheap work, 
and will yield you much profitable amusement. I have 
it here for nothing, and can send you up some of the 
numbers if you like. 

^26* 
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Remember, and let my mother know, that I have no 
chance for the university scholarship, and that I only 
sit for the purpose of letting the university know that I 
am « decent proficient in the languages. 

There is one just vacant which I can certainly get, but 
I should be obliged to go to Peter-house in consequence, 
which will not be advisable, — ^but I must make inquiries 
about it. I speak with certainty on this subject, because 
it is restricted to candidates who are in their &:st year^ 
amongst whom I should probably be equal to any. The 
others are ooen to bachelors. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVHXR. 

St. John's, December 16tb, 1805. 

ft 

DKAE NEVILLE, 

In consequence of an alteration in my plans, I shall 
have the pleasure of seeing y^u at the latter end of this 
week, and I wish you so to inform my aunt. The rea^ 
son of this change is this, that I have over-read myself, 
and I find it absolutely necessary to take some relaxaticm, 
and to give up study entirely, for a short time, in ord^r 
that I may go on better hereafter. 

This has been occasioned by our college lectures, 
which I had driven too late, on account of my being 
occupied in preparations for the university scholarship 
examination, and then I was obliged to fa^ so hard for 
the college lectures, as the time drew on, that I could 
take no exercise. Thus I soon knocked mysdf up, and I 
now labor under a great geneiral relaxation, and much 
nervous weakness. 

Change of air and place will speedily remove these 
symptoms, and I shall certainly give up the university 
scholarship rather than injure my health. 

Do not mention these things to my mother, as she 
will make it a cause of unnecessary uneasiness. 
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TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

St. John'Si December ]9Ui, 1805. 
DEAA NEVILLE, 

I WAa «orry to receive jqvlt letter, a^siring me to defer 
my journey ; and I am sorry to be forced to tell you the 
x^eason of my coming to town sooner than you wish me* 
I. have had an attack of my crfd nervous complaint, and 
my spirits have been 60 wretchedly shattered, that my 
surgeon says I shall never be well till I have removed 
somewhere, where I can have society and amusement. 
It is a very distressing thing to be ill in college, where 
you hav6 no attendance, and very little society. Mr, 
Gatton, my tutor, has prevailed upon me, by pressing ^ 
wishes, to go into the hall to be examined with the men 
of my year : — I have gone through two examinations, 
and I have one to come ; after that is over, he told me I 
had better go to my friends directly, and relieve myself 
with complete relaxation from study. Under these cir- 
cnlmstances, the object ofjny journey to London will be 
a2iswer€(d, by the mere residence in my aunt's family, 
and by a cessation from reading. While I am here, I 
am wretched ; I cannot read, the slightest application 
mahes me faint ; I have vezy little society, and that is 
quite a force upon my friends. I am determined, there- 
fore, to leave this place on Saturday nuNrning, and you 
may rest satisfied that the purpose of my journey will be ^ 
fully accomplished by the prattle of my aunt's little onen, 
and her caret* I am not an invalid^ since I have no sick^ 
ness or ailment, but I am weak and low-spirited, and juj 

'unable* to read. The last is the greatest calamity I can ^ 

ea^rience of a worldly nature. My mind preys upon it- ' ' 

self. Had it not been for Leeson^ of Clare Hsdl, I could 
not have gone through this week. I have been exam«> 
ined twice, and almost without looking over the sub- 
jects, and I have given satisfaction ; but I am obliged to 
be kept up by strong medicines to endure this exertion, 
which is very great. 

I am happy, however, to tell you, I am better ; and Mr. 
Parish, the surgeon, says, a few days will reestablish 
rae when I get in^to another scene, and into society. 
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TO HIS MOTHER. 

London, December 34th, 1805 
Mr DEAE MOTHER, " 

You will, no doubt, have been Burprified at not having 
he^rd from me for so long a time, and you will be no less 
so to find that I am writing this at my aunt's in this far* 
famed city. I have been so much taken up with our 
college examinations of late, that I could not find time 
to write even to you, and I am now come to town, in 
order to give myself every relaxation and amusement I 
can ; for I had read so much at Cambridge, that my 
health was rather affected, and I was advised to give 
myself the respite of a week or a fortnight, in order to 
recover strength. I arrived in town on Saturday night, 
and should have written yesterday, in order to remove 
any uneasiness you might feel on my account, but there 
is no post on Sunday. 

I have now to communicate some agreeable intelli- 
gence to you. Last week being the close of the Mich- 
aelmas term, and our collie examination, our tutor, 
who is a very great man, sent for me, and told me he 
was sorry to hear I had been ill : he understood I was 
low-spirited, and wished to know whether I frightened 
myself about college expenses. I told him, that they 
did contribute some little to harass me, because I was 
as yet uncertain what the bills of my first year would 
amount to. His answer was to this purpose : — ^ Mr. 
White, I beg you will not trouble yourself^on this sub^ 
ject : yopr emoluments will be very great, very great 
indeed, and I will take care your expenses are not very 
burdensome. — Leave that to me !' He advised me to go 
to my friends, and amuse myself with a total cessation 
from reading. After our college examination (which 
lasted six days) was oyer, he sent for me again, and 
repeated what he had said before about the expenses 
of the cdlege ; and he added, that if I went on as I 
had begun, and made myself a good scholar, I might 
rely on being provided for by the college ; for if the c9unty 
should be fidlj and they could not elect me a fellow, they 
would recommend me to another college, where they 
would be glad to receive, a clever man from their hands ; 
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or, at all events, they could dhoays get a young man a 
• situation as a private tutor in a nobleman's family : or 
could put him in some handsome way of preferment 
* We make it a rule (he said) of providing for a clever 
man, whose fortune is sitiall ; and you may therefore rest 
assured, Mr. White, that, after you have taken your 
degree, you will be provided with a genteel competency 
by the college.^ He begged I would be under no appre- 
hjensions on these accounts : he shook hands with me 
very affectionately, and wished me a speedy recovery. 
These attentions from a man like, the tutor of St. John's 
are very marked ; and Mr. Catton is well known for doing 
more than he says. I am sure, after these assurances 
from a principal of so respectable a society as St. John's, 
I have nothing more to fear ; and I hope you will never 
repine on my account again.: — according to every ap- 
pearance, my lot in life is certain. 






^O MR. B. MADDOCK. 

London, Xmu, 1809. 



MY DflAR BEN, 



You would have had no reason to complain of my long 
silence, had I preferred my self-justification to your ease. 
I wrote you a letter, which now lies in >piy drawer at St. 
John's, but in such a weak state of body, and in so de- 
sponding and comfortless a tone of mind, that I knew it 
would give you pain, and therefore I chose not to send 
it. I have indeed been ill ; but, thanks to God, I am 
recovered. My nerves were miserably shattered by over- 
application, and the absence of all that could amuse, and 
the presence of many things which weighed heavy upon 
my spirits. When I found myself too ill to read, and too 
desponding to endure my own reflections, I discovered 
that it is really a miserable thing to be destitute of the 
aoolhing and supporting hand when nature most needs 
it. I wandered up and down from one man's room to 
another, and from one college to another, imploring 
society, a little conversation,, and a little relief of the 
burden which pressed upon my spirits ; and I am sorry 
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to say, that those who, when I was cheerful and lively^ 
sought my society with avidity, now, when I actually 
needed conversation, were too busy to grant *it. Our 
college exandnation was then approaching, and I per- 
ceived with anguish that I had read for the university 
scholarship, until I had barely time to get up our private 
subjects, and that as I was now too ill to read, all hope 
of getting through the examination with decent respect- 
ability was at an end. This was an additional grief. I 
went to our tutor, with tears in my eyes, and told him I 
must absent myself from the excunination, — ^a step whidi 
Would have precluded me from a station amongst the 
prize-men until the second year. He earnestly entreat- 
ed me to run the risk. My surgeon gave me strong 
stimulants and supporting medicines during the exami- 
nation week^ and I passed, I believe, one of the most 
respectable examinations amongst them. As soon as 
ever it was over, I left Cambridge, by the advice of my 
surgeon and tutor, and I feel myself now pretty strong. 
I have given up the thought of sitting for the university 
scholarship in consequence of my illness, as the course 
of my reading was effectually broken. In this place I 
have been much amused, and have been i*eceived with 
an attention in the literary circles which I neither 
expected nor deserved. But this does not affect me as 
it once would have done : my views are widely altered ; 
and I hope that I shall in time learn to lay my whole 
heart at the foot of the cross. 

I have only one thing more to tell you of about my 
illness ; it is, that I have found in a young man, with 
whom I had a little acquaintance, that kind care and a^ 
tention, which I looked for in vain from those who pro^ 
fessed themselves my nearest friends. At a time when 
* * * could not find leisure to devote a single eve- 
ning to his sick friend, even when he earnestly implored 
it, William Leeson constantly, and even against my 
wishes, devoted every evening to the relieving of my met 
ancholy, and the enlivening of my solitary hours. With 
the most constant and affectionate assiduity, he gave me 
my medicines, administered consolation to my spirits, 
and even put me to bed. / 

• • • • • 

• • • • • 
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TO MR, P. THOMPSON. 

Londoa, 1ft Jomnry, 1800. 



em, 



I OWE it both to m;^ feelings and my duty, that I should 
thank you for the kind inquiries you have thought it 
worth while to make concerning me and my affairs. I 
have just learned the purport of a letter received from 
you by Mr. Robinson, the bookseller ; and it is a pleasr 
ing task to me, at the same time that I express my sense 
of your benevolent concern in my behalf, to give you, 
myself, the information you require. 

The little volume which, considered as the production 
of a very young man, may have interested you, has not 
had a very great sale, although it may have had as much 
oountenance as it deserved. The last report I received 
from the publishers, was 450 sold* So far it has answer- 
ed the expectations I had formed from it, that it has pro^ 
cured me the acquaintance, and, perhaps, I may say, 
the friendship of men equally estimable for their talents 
and their virtues. Rewarded by their countenance, I 
am by no means dissatisfied with my little book ; indeed 
I think its merits have, on the whole, rather been over- 
rated than otherwise, which I attribute to the lenity so 
readily afibrded to the faults of youth, and to the promp- 
titude with which benevolent minds give encouragement 
where encouragement seems to be wanted. 

With regard to my personal concerns, I have succeed- 
ed in placing myself at Cambridge, and have already 
kept one term. My college is St. John's, where, in the 
rank of Sizer, I shall probably be enabled to live almost 
iadependently of external support : but should I need that 
support, I have it in my power tq draw on a friend, whose 
name I am not permitted to mention, for any sum not 
exceeding SOL per annum. With habits of frugality, I 
shall never need this sum : so that I am quite at ease 
with respect to my college expenses, and am at full leis- 
ure to pursue my studies with a free and vacant mind. 

I am at present in the great city, where I have come, 
in consequence of a little injudicious application, a suitor 
to health, variety, and apiusement. In a few days I 
shall return to Cambridge, where (should you ever pass 
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that way) I hope you will not forget that I reside there 
three-foUrths of the year. It would, indeed, give me 
pleasure to say personally how much I am obSged by 
your inquiries. 

I hope you will put a favorable construction both on 
the minuteness and the length of this letter, and permit 
me to subscribe myself, sir, very thankfully and obe- 
diently yours, 

H. K. WHITE, 



TO HIS AUNT. • 

6t. Jobn'i, Cambridge, Jan. Gth. 1806. 



MT DEAE AUNT» 



I AM at length once more settled in my rooms at Can^. 
bridge ; but I am grown so idle, and so luxurious, since 
I have been, under your hands, that I cannot read with 
half my usual diligence. 

I hope you concluded the Christmas holydays on Men* 
day evening with the customary glee ; and I hope my 
uncle was well enough to partake of your merriment. 
You must now begin your penitential days, after so much 
riot and feasting ; and^ with your three little prattlers 
around you, I am sure your evenings will flow pleasantly 
by your own fire-side. Visiting and gayety are very well 
by way of change ; but there is no enjoyment so lasting 
as that of one's own family. Elizabeth will soon be 
old enough to amuse you with her conversation ; and, I 
trust, you will take every opportunity of teaching her 
to put the right value on things, and to exercise her own 
good sense. It is amazing how soon a child may become 
a real comfort to its mother, and how much even young 
minds will form habits of affection towards those who 
treat them like reasonable beings, capable of seeing the 
right and the wrong of themselves. A very little girl 
may be made to understand that there are some things 
which are pleasant and amusing, which are still less 
worthy of attention than others more disagreeable and 
painful. Children are, in general, fond of little orna- 
ments of dress, especially females ; and though we may 
allow them to be elevated with their trifling splendors^ 
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yet we should not forget to remind them, that, although 
people may adjpaire their dress, yet they will admire 
them much more for their good sense, sweetness of 
temper, and generosity of disposition. Children are 
very quick-sighted to discern whether you approve of 
them, and they are very proud of your approbation when 
they think you bestow it : we should therefore be care- 
ful how we praise them, and for what. If we praise 
their dress it should be slightly, and as if it were a mat- 
ter of very small importance ; but we should never let 
any mark of consideration, or goodness of heart, in a 
child, pass by, without some token of approbation. Still 
we must never praise a child too much, nor too warmly, 
for that would beget vanity : and when praise is moder- 
ately yet judiciously bestowed, a child values it more, 
because it feels that it is just. I don't like punishments. 
You will never torture a child into duty ; but a sensible 
child will dread the frown of a judicious mother, more 
than all the rods, dark rooms, and scolding school- 
mistresses in the universe. We should teach our child- 
ren to make friends of us, to communicate all their 
thoughts to us ; and while their innocent prattle will 
amuse us, we shall find many opportunities of teaching 
them important truths, almost without knowing it. 

I admire all your little ones, and I hope to see Eliz- 
abeth one day an accomplished and sensible girl. Give 
my love to them, and tell them not to forget their cousin 
Henry, who wants a housekeeper at cdlege ! 

Though I have written so long a letter, I am, indeed, 
offended with you, and I dare say you know the reason 
very well. 



P. S. Whenever you are disposed to writ;e a letter, 
think of me. 

27 
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TO BUU B. MADDOCK* 

St. John's, February 17tb, 1806» 



0BAftBEN, 



^ * • • • • 

Do not think I am reading hard : I believe it is all 
over wiHi that* I have had a recurrence of xuv ofil 
complaint within this last four or five days, which haa 
half unnerved me for everything. The state of my health 
is really miserable ; I am well and lively in the morning, 
and overwhelmed with nervous horrors in the evening^. 
I do not know how to proceed with regard to my 
studies X — a very slight over*stretch of the mind in the 
day-time occasions me not only a sleepless night, but a 
ni^t of gloom and horror. The systole and mastole of 
my heart seem to be playing at bsdl — the stake, my life: 
I can only say the game is not yet decided : — ^I allude to 
the violence of the palpitation. 

I am going to mount the Gog-magog hills this morn- 
ug, in quest of a good night's sleep. The Gog*magog 
hills for my body, and the Bible for my mind, are my 
only medicines. I #m sorry to say, that neither are 
quite adequate. Out, igitur ; dandum est vitib ? MUd 
prormu. I hope, as tiie summer comes, my spirits (which 
nave been with the swallows a winter's journey) will 
come with it. When my spirits are restored, my health 
will be restored : — ^the fans mali lies there. Give me 
serenity and equability of mind, and all will be well 
there. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVHXE. 

St. Jolm's, nth fiCarcb, 1800 



DBAR NHVILLB, 



• • • • * 

I HOPE you read Mason on Self-knowledge now and 
then. It is a useful book ; and it will help you greatly 
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in framing your spirit to the ways of humility, piety, and 
^ peace. Reading, occasional meditation,, and constant 
prayer, will infallibly guide you to happiness, as far as 
we can be happy here ; and will help you on your way to 
tliat blessed abode, where I hope, ardently hope, we 
tfudl all meet hereafter in the assembly of the saints* 
Go coolly and deliberately, but determinately, to the 
work of your salvation. Do nothing here in a hurry ; 
deliberate upon everything ; take your steps cautiously, 
jret with a simple reliance on the mercy of your Ood and 
Saviour ; and wherever you see your duty lie, lose no 
fime in acting up to it. This is the only way to arrive 
at comfort in your christian career ; and the constant 
observance of thid maxim will, with the assistance of God, 
smooth your way with quietness and repose, even to tlM) 
brink of eternity, and beyond the gulf that bounds it. 

I had almost dropped the idea of seeing Nottingham 
this next long vacation, as my stay in Cambridge may 
. be importantly useful ; but I think now, I shall go down 
for my health's, and more particularly for my mother's 
sake, whom mv presence will comfort, and perhaps help. 
I shall be glad to moor all my family in the harbour of 
religious trust, and in the calm seas of religious peace. 
These concerns are apt, at times, to escape me ; but 
they now press much upon my heart ; ^and I think it is 
my first duty to see that my family are safe in the most 
. impprtant of all affairs. 



TO THE REV. J. PLUMBTRE. 

SI. Jobn'i, Mareli IStb, 180& 
DBAE8DI, 

I HOPE you will excuse the long delay which I have 
made in sending the song. I am afraid I have trespass* 
ed oa your patience, if indeed so unimportant a subject 
can have given you any thought at all. If you think it 
worth while to send the song to your publisher, I should 
prefer the omission of the writer's name, as the insertion 
of it would only be a piece of idle ostentation, and answer 
no end. My name will neither give credit to the verses, 
nor the verses confer honor on my name. 



^ 
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It will give me great pleasure to hear that your labors 
have been successful in the town of * * *, where, I 
fear, much is to be done. I ai)i one of those who thin^ 
that the love of virtue is not sufficient to make a virtti^ 
ous man ; for the love of virtue is a mere mental pr^fei? 
ence of the beautiful to the deformed ; and we see but 
too often that immediate gratification outweighs the die^ 
tates of our judgment. If men could always perfona 
their duty as well as they can discern it, or if they 
would attend to their real interests as well as they can seij 
them, there would be little occasion for moral instruction* 
Sir Richard Steele, who wrote like a saint, and who, ii 
his Christian Hero, shows the strongest marks of a 
religious and devout heart, lived, notwithstanding ali 
this, a drunkard and a debauchee* And what can he 
the cause of this apparent contradiction ? Was it thai 
he had not strength of mind to act up to his vievits ? 
Then a man's salvation may depend on strength of intel- 
lect ! ! Or does not this rather show that superior 
motives are wanting ? That assistance is yet necessary i 
when the ablest of men has done his utmost ? If tUen 
euch aid be necessary, how can it be obtained ? — ^by a 
virtuous life ? — Surely not : because, to live really d 
virtuous life, implies this aid to have been first given. 
We are told in Scripture how it may be attained, name- 
ly, by humble trust in the Lord Jesus Christ, as our 
atoning /Sacrifice. This, therefore, is the foundational of. 
religious life, and as such, ought to be the fundamental 
principle of religious instruction. This is the test of 
our obedience, the indispensable preliminary before we 
can enjoy the favor of God. What, therefore, can we 
urge with more propriety from the pulpit than faith ? — 
to preach morality does not include the principle of 
faith — to preach faith includes every branch of morality, 
at the same time that it afibrds it its present sanctions 
and its strongest incitements. 

J am afraid I have trespassed on your patieooe, and I 
must beg of you to excuse the badness of the writing, 
for which I have the plea of illness. I hope your health 
is yet firm, and that God will in mercy prosper your 
endeavours for the good of your flock. I am, dear sir^ 
very respectfully yours, 

H. K. WHITE. • 
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TO ms MOTHER. 

^ 8t Jolbi's, Cunbridge, April, 1806 

DEAR MOTHER, 

* « • * • 

I AM quite unhappy to see you so anxious ^n my ac- 
count, and also that you shoidd think me neglectful of 
you. Believe me, my dear mother, my thoughts are 
often with you. Never do I lay myself on my bed, be^ 
fore you have all passed before me in my prayers ; asid, 
one of my first earthly wishes is to make you comforta- 
blQ, and provide that rest and quiet for your mind which 
you so much need : and never fear but I shall have it 
in my power sometime or other. My prospects wear a 
flattering appearance. I shall be almost sure of a fel* 
lowship somewhere or other, and then, if I get a curacy 
in Cambridge, I shall have a clear income of 170/. per, 
annum, besides my board and lodging, perhaps more. 
If I do not reside in Cambridge, I shall have some quiet 
parsonage, where you 'may come and spend the summer 
months. Maria and Kate will then be older, and you 
will be less missed. On all accounts you have much 
reason to indulge happier dreams. My health is con- 
siderably better. Only do you take as much care of 
yours as I do of mine, and all will be well. I exhort, 
and entreat, and beseech you, as you love me, and all 
your children, that you will take your bitters withoul 
ceasing. As you wish me to pay regard to your exhor- 
tations, attend to this. 



TO HIS MOTHER. 

St. John's, April, 1806. 
DEAR MOTHER, 

I AM a good deal surprised at not having heard from 
you in answer to ipy last. You will be surprised to 
hear the purport of my present letter, which is no less 
than that I shall spend the ensuing Easter vacation in 
Nottingham. The reasons which have induced me to 

27* 



did OOMPXiGTE WOBXS 

make this so wide an alteration in my plan, are these : 
I have had some symptoms of the return of my old com* 
plaint, and both my doctor and tutor think I hcul better 
take a fortnight's relaxation at home« I hope you will 
not think I have neglected exercise, since I have taken 
more this term than I ever did before ; but I shall enlarge 
my hours of recreation still more, since L find it neces- 
sary, for my health's sake, so to do. 

You need not give yourself any uneasiness as to my 
health, for I am quite recovered. I was chiefly afiBicted 
with sleeplessness and palpitations of the heart, which 
symptoms have now disappeared, and I am quite restor- 
ed to ray former good health. My journey will reestab- 
lish me completely, and it will give me no small pleasure 
to see you after so long an absence from home. I shall 
be very idle while I am at Nottingham ; I shall only 
amuse myself with teaching Maria and Kate. 



(SUPPOSED TO BE ADDRESSED) 
TO MRS. WEST. 

I HAVE stolen your first volume of Letters from the 
chimney-piece of a college friend, and I have been so 
much pleased both with the spirit, conduct, and style of 
the work, that I cannot refrain from writing to tell you 
so. I shall read the remaining volumes immediately ; 
but as I am at this moment just in that desultory mood 
when a man can best write a letter, I have determined 
not to delay what, if I defer at all, I shall probably not 
do at all. 

Well, then, my dear Madam, although I have insidi- 
ously given you to understand, that I write to tell you 
how much I approve your work, I will be frank enough 
to tell you likewise, that I think, in one point, it is 
faulty : and that, if I had not discovered what I consider 
to be a defect in the book, I should probably not have 
written for the mere purpose of declaiming on its excel- 
lences. 

Start not, Madam ; it is in that very point whereon 
you have bestowed most pains, that I think the work is 
faulty — Religion. If I mistake not, there will be some 
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little confusidn of idea detected, if we examine this part 
, narrowly ; and as I am not quite idle enough to write 
my opinions without giving the reasons for them, I will 
endeavour to explain why I think so. 

Relii^on, theh, Madam, I conceive ixi be the service a 
creature owes to his Creator ; and I take it for granted, 
that service implies some self-denial, and some labor ; for 
if it did not involve something unpleasing to ourselves, 
it would be a duty we should all of necessity perform. 
Well, then, if religion call for self-denial, there must be 
some motive to induce men voluntarily to undergo such 
privations as may be consequent on a religious life, and 
those motives must be such as affect either the present 
state of existence, or some future state of existence. 
Certainly, then, those motives which arise from the ex- 
pdbtation of a future state of existence, must, in reality, 
be infinitely more important than those which are found- 
ed in temporal concerns, although, to mankind, the im- 
mediate presence of temporal things may outweigh the 
distant apprehension of the future. Granting, therefore, 
that the future world is the main object of our religious 
exercises, it will follow that they are the most impojr- 
taht concerns of a man^s life, and that every other con- 
sideration is light and trifling in the comparison. For 
the world to come is everlasting, while the present world 
is but very short. Foolish, then, indeed, and short- 
sighted must that creature be, which can prefer the 
conveniences and accommodations of the present to the 
happiness of the eternal future. 

All Christians, therefore, who undertake to lay down 
a chart for the young and inexperienced, by which they 
may steer with security through the ocean of life, will 
be expected to make religion a prominent feature on the 
canvass ; and that, too, not only by giving it a larger 
space, but by enforcing the superiority of this consider- 
ation to every other. Now this is what I humbly con- 
ceive you have not altogether done ; and I think, indeed, 
if I be competent to judge, you have failed in two 
points ; — ^in making religion only a subordinate consider- 
ation to a young man, and in not defining distinctly the 
essentials of religion. 

I would ask you, then, in what way you so impress 
religion on the mind of your son, as one would expect 



SSD COMPtETi; WORKf 

that person would impress it who was coBscious that it 
was of the first importance. Do you instruct hkn to 
turn occasionally, when his leisure may permit, to pious 
and devout meditation ? Do you direct him to make 
religion the one great aim and end of his being ? Do 
you exhort him to frequent, private, and earnest prayer, 
to the Spirit of Holiness, that he would sanctify all his 
doings ? Do you teach him that the praise or the cen- 
sure, the admiration or the contempt of the world, is of 
little importance, so as his heart be' right before the 
Great Judge ? Do you tell him that, as his reason now 
opens, he should gradually withdraw from the gayer 
and occasionally more unlicensed diversions oi the 
world — the ball-room, the theatre, and the public con- 
cert, in order that he may abstract his mind more from 
the too-fascinating delights of life, and fit himself for the 
new scene of existence, which will, sooner or later, open 
upon his view ? No, Madam, I think you do not do this. 
You tell him there is a deal of enthusiasm in persons 
who, though they mean well, are over-strict in their 
religious performances. You tell him, that assemblies, 
dances, theatres, are elegant amusements, though you 
couple the fine arts ynth them, which I am sorry to see 
in such company. I, too, am enthusiastically attached to 
the fine arts. Poetry, painting, and music, are amongst 
my most delicious and chastest pleasures ; and happy 
indeed do I feel when I can make even these contribute 
to the great end, and draw my soul from its sphere, to 
fix it on its Maker and Redeemer. I am fond, too, of 
tragedy, and though I do not find it with so much purity 
and chastity in Shakspeare as in the old Greek dlrama- 
tists, yet I know how to appreciate its beauties in him 
too. Besides these, I have a thousand other amuse- 
ments of the most refined nature, without either theatres, 
balls, or card-tables. The theatre is not in itself an 
immoral institution, but in its present state it is : and I 
feel much for an uncorrupted, frank lad of fourteen, who 
is permitted to visit this stew of licentiousness, impu- 
dence and vice. Your plan seems to me this : — Teach a 
boy to lead an honest, upright life, and to do his duty, 
and he will gain the good will of God by the very tenor 
of his actions. This is, indeed, an easy kind of religion, 
for it invohts no self-denial ; but true religion does involve 
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self-denial. The inference is obvious. I say it involves 
no self-denial*; because a well-educated sensible lad wiU 
see so many inconveniences in vicious indulgences, that 
he will choose the virtuous by a natural effort of the 
understanding ; and so, according to this system, he will 
ensure heaven by the soundness of his policy and the 
rectitude of his understanding. 

Admitting this to be a true doctrine, Christianity has 
been of no material service to mankind ; and the Son 
of God might have spared his blood ; for the heathens 
knew all this, and not only knew it, but niany of them 
put it into practice. What then has Christianity done ? 
— But the Scripture teaches us the reverse of this : it 
teaches us to give God our whole heart, to live to him, 
to pray continually, and to fix our^ affections, not .on 
things temporal, but on things eternal. Now, I ask you, 
whether, without any sophistry, or any perversion of 
the meaning of words, you can reconcile this with your 
religious instruction to your son ? , 

I think, likewise, that you do not define the essentials 
of religion distinctly. We are either saved by the atone- 
ment of Jesus Christ, or we are not ; an4 if we are, then 
all men are necessarily saved, or some are necessarily 
not saved ; and if some are not saved, it must be from 
causes eitner existing in the individuals themselves, or 
from causes existing in the economy of God's dispensa- 
tions. Now, Madam, we are told that Jesus Christ died 
for all ; but we grant that all are not saved. Why* then 
are some not saved ? It is because they do not act in a 
manner worthy of God's favor ! Then a man's salvation 
depends upon his acriotw. But we are told in Scripture, 
that it does not depend on his actions — ' By faith are ye 
saved, without the works of the law ;' — therefore it 
either must depend on some other effort of the creature, 
€^ on the will of the Creator. I will not dispute the 
question of Calvinism with you ; I will grant that Cal- 
vinism is indefensible; but, this all must concede who 
believe the Scriptures, that we are to be saved by faith 
only through Jesus Christ. I ask, therefore, whether 
you have taught this to your son ; and I ask whether 
there is one trait in your instructions, in common with , 
the humbling, self-denying religion taught by the Apos- 
tles, by the homilies of our church, and by all the re- 
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formers ? The chief argument of the latter against the 
Romish church, was their asserting the validity of worka. 
Now, what ideas must your son have of christian faith ? 
You say, that even Shakspeare^s debauchees lotrebeKevers; and 
he is given to understand, that he is a good Christian, 
if he do his duty to his master and fellows, go to church 
every Sunday, and keep dear of enthusiasm. And what 
has Jesus Christ to do with your system ; and where is 
that faith banished, of which every page of Scripture is 
full ? — Can this be right ? * Closet devotion^ is the means 
of attaining faith ; and humble prayer is the true means 
of arriving at fervency in religion, without enthusiasm. 
Tou condemn Socinianism ; but I ask you where Jesus 
Christ appears in your scheme, and where the influen- 
ces of the Holy Ghost, and even his names, are banished 
from it ? 



TO MR. p. THOMPSON. 



Nottingham, April 8th, 1806. 



DEAR Sm, 



I siNCERELT bcg your pardon for my ungrateful disre- 
gard of your polite letter. The intervening period has 
been so much taken up, on the one hand, by ill health, 
and on the other by occupations of the most indispensa- 
ble kind, that I have neglected almost all my friends, 
and you amongst the rest. I am now' at Nottingham, a 
truant from dtudy, riad a rejected votary at the shrine 
of Health ; a few days will bring me back to the margin 
of the Cam, and bury me once more in the busy routine 
of college exercises. Before, however, I am again a 
man of bustle and occupation, I snatch a few moments 
to tell you how much I shall be gratified by your corres- 
pondence, and how greatly I think myself flattered by 
your esteeming mine worth asking for. 

The little sketch of your pa;st occupations and present 
pursuits interested me. Cultivate, with all assiduity, 
the taste for letters which you possess. It will be a 
source of exquisite gratification to you : and if directed 
as it ought to be, and I hope as it will be directed, it 
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viU be more than g^tification, (if we undefetand pleas- 
ure alone by* that word,) since it will combine with it 
utility of the highest kind. If polite letters were merely 
instrumental in cheering the hours of elegant leisure, in 
larding refined and polished pleasures, uncontaminated 
with gross and sensual gratifications, they would still be 
valuable ; but in a degree infinitely less than when they 
are considered as the handmaids of the virtues, the cor- 
rectors as well as the adorners of society. But litera* 
ture has, of late years, been prostituted to all the pur- 
poses of the bagnio. Poetry, in particular, arrayed in 
her most bewitching colors, has been taught to exercise 
the arts of the Leno, and to charm only that she may 
destroy. The Muse, who oiice dipped her hardy wing 
in the chastest dews of Castalia, and spoke nothing but 
what had a tendency to confirm and invigorate the man- 
ly ardor of a virtuous mind, now breathes only the vo- 
luptuous languishings of the harlot, and, like the brood 
of Circe, touches her charmed chords with a grace, that 
while it ravishes the ear, deludes and beguiles the sense. 
I call to witness Mr. Moore, and the tribe of imitators 
which his success has called forth, that my statement 
is true. Lord Strangford has trodden faithfully in the 
steps of his pattern. 

« « * « « 

I hope, for the credit of poetry, that the good sense of 
the age will scout this insidious school ; and what may 
we not expect, if Moore and l-ord Strangford apply them- 
selves to a chaster muse ? — They are both men of un*- 
oommon^powers.* You may remember the reign of Dar- 
winian poetry, and the fopperies of Delia Crusca. To 
these succeeded the school of Simplicity^ in which Words- 
worth, Southey, and Coleridge, are so deservedly emi- 
nent. I think that the new tribe of poets endeavour to 
OQinbine these two opposite sects, and to unite richness 
of language, and warmth of coloring, with simplicity 
and pathos. They have certainly succeeded ; but Moore 
unhappily wished to be a Catullus, and from him has 
sprung the licentiousness of the new school. Moore's 
poems and hi^ translations will, I think, have more in- 
fluence on the female society of this kingdom, than the 
stage has had in its worst period^ the reign of Charles II. 
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Ladies are not ashamed of having the delectable Mi. 
Little on their toilet, which is a pretty good proof that 
his voluptuousness is considered as quite veiled by the 
sentimental garb in which it is clad. But voluptuous- 
ness is not the less dangerous for having some slight 
resemblance of the veil of modesty. On the contrary, 
her fascinations are infinitely more powerful in this 
retiring habit, than when she boldly protrudes herself 
on the gazer's eye, and openly solicits his attention. 
The broad indecency of Wycherly, and his contempora- 
ries, was not half so dangerous as this inrinwUing and half' 
covered mocftr'delicacy, which makes use of the blush of 
modesty in order to heighten the charms of vice. 

I must conclude somewhat abruptly, by begging you 
will not punish my negligence towards you by retarding 
the pleasure I shall receive from your answer. I am, 
very truly yours, 

H. K. WHITE. 

Address to me, St. John's College, Cambridge. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVUXE. 

St. John's, May, 1806 
mr DEAR NEVILLE 

• • « • * 

« • « « * 

My long delayed and very anciently-promised letter 
to Charlesworth will reach Mm shortly. Tell him that 
I have written once to him in Latin ; but that having 
torn the paper in two by a mistake, I could not summon 
resolution to copy it. 

I was glad to hear of the eclat with which he disputed 
and came off on so difiicult a subject as the Nerves ; and 
I beg him, if he have made any discoveries, to commu- 
nicate them to me, who, being persecuted by these 
same nerves, should be glad to have some better aC'^ 
quaintance with my invisible enemies. 
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TO HIS SISTER. 

St. John's, June 35th, 1806. 
MY DEAR SISTER, 

♦ « « « « 

The intelligence you gave me of Mr. Forest's illness, 
&c. &c. cannot affect me in any way whatever. The 
mastership of the school must be held by a clergyman ; 
and I very well recollect that he is restrained from holding 
any curacy, or other ministerial office. The salary is not 
so large as you mention : and if it were, the place would 
scarcely be an object to me : for I am very certain, that 
if I choose, when I have taken my degree, I may have 
half-a-dozen pupils to prepare for the university, with a 
salary of lOOZ. per annum, which, would be more respect- 
able, and more consonant to my habits and studies, than 
drilling the fry of a trading town, in learning which 
they do not know how to value. Latin and Greek are 
nothing like so much respected in Nottingham as Win- 
gate's Arithmetic. 

« « « * « 

It is well for you that you can still enjoy the privilege 
of, sit ting under the sound of the Gospel ; and the wants 
of others, in these respects, wil,!, perhaps, teach you 
how to value the blessing. All our comforts, and almost 
all our hopes here, lie at the mercy of every succeeding* 
hour. Death is always at hand to bereave us of some 
dear connexion, or to snatch us away from those who 
may need our counsel and protection. I do not see how 
any person, capable of reflection, can live easily and 
fearlessly in these circumstances, unless he have a well- 
grounded confidence in the providing care of the Almigh- 
ty, and a strong belief that his hand is in every event, 
and that it is a hand of mercy. The chances and chan- 
ges of mortal life are so many and various, that a person 
cannot possibly fortify himself against the contingencies 
of futurity without some such hold as this, on which to 
repose amidst the contending gales of doubt and appre- 
hension. This I say as affecting the present life : — our 
views of the future can never be secure^ they can never 
be comfortable or calm, without a solid faith in the Re- 
deemer. Men may reason about the divine benevolence, 

28 
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the certainty of a future state, and the probable means 
of propitiating the Great Judge, but their speculations 
will only entangle them in the mazes of doubt, perplexi- 
ty, and alarm^ unless they found their hopes on that 
basis which shall outstand the tide of ages. If we take 
this away, the poor bark of mortality loses its only stay, 
and we steer at random, we know not how, we know not 
whither. The religion of Jesus Christ is strength to the 
weak, and wisdom to the unwise. It requires no pre- 
parative of learning nor study, but is, if possible, more 
obvious and easy to the illiterate than to the erudite. 
No man, therefore, has any excuse if he neglect it. 
The way is plain before him, and he is invited to enter. 
He has only to kneel at the foot of the cross, and cry, 
with the poor publican, ^ Lord have mercy upon me, a 
miserable sinner.' If he do this, and examine his own 
heart, «^nd mortify the body of sin within him, as far as 
he is able, humbly and earnestly imploring the assist- 
ance of God's holy Spirit, we cannot doubt but he will 
meet with the approbation and assistance of the Almigh- 
ty. In this path we must all tread. In this path I hope 
that you, my dear sister, are now proceeding. You 
have children ; to whom can you commit them, should 
Providence call you hence, with more confidence than 
the meek, and benevolent Jesus i What legacy can you 
leave them more certainly profitable, than the prayers 
of a pious mother f And if, taught by your example, as 
well as by your instructions, they should become them- 
selves patterns of a holy and religious life, how sweetly 
will the evening of your days shine upon your head, as 
you behold them treading in those ways which you 
know, by experience, to be ways of pleasantness and 
peace ! I peed not press this subject. I know you feel 
all that I say, and more than I can express. I only fear 
that the bustle of family cares, as well as many anxieties 
of mind on other accounts, should too much divert you 
from these important objects. Let me only remind you, 
that the prayers of the afilicted are particularly accept- 
able to God. The sigh of the penitent is not too light to 
reach his ear. The eye of Grodis fixed as intently upon 
your soul at alt'times, as it is upon the revolution of the 
heavenly bodies and the regulation of systems. God 
surveys all things, and he contemplates them with per- 
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feet attention ; and, consequently, he is as intently con- 
versant about the smallest as about the greatest things. 
For if he were not as perfectly intent on the soul of an 
individual being as he is about the general concerns of 
the universe, then he would do one thing less perfectly 
than another : which is impossible in God. * 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

I St. Jolm'8, June 30th, 1806, 
DEAR NEVILLE, 

1 RECEIVED your letter yesterday ; and I hope you will 
not think my past silence at all in need of apology, when 
you know that our e^^amination only closed on Saturday. 

I have the satisfaction of informing you, that after a 
week's scrutiny, I was deemed to be the first man. I 
had very little hopes of arriving at so distinguishing a 
station, on account of my many checks and interruptions. 
It gave me great pleasure to observe how all the men 
rejoiced in my success. It was on Monday that the 
classes were published. I am a prize-man both in the 
mathematical and logical, or general examination, and 
in Latin composition. 

Mr. Catton has expressed his great satisfaction at my 
progress : and he has offered to supply me with a private 
tutor for the four months of the vacation, free of any ex- 
.pense. This will cost the college twelve or fifteen guin- 
eas at least. My last term bill amounts only to 41. 5s. 
3d. after my exhibitions are deducted. 

I had engaged to take charge of a few classical pupils, 
for a clergyman in . Warwickshire, during one month of 
the vacation, for which I was to receive^ besides my 
board,. &c. &c. ten guineas ; but Mr. Catton says this is 
a piece of extreme folly, as it will consume time, and do 
me no good. He told me, therefore, positively, that he 
would not give me an exeat^ without which no man can 
leave his college for the night. 

I cannot, therefore, at all events, visit Nottingham 
with my aunt, nor meet her there. 

I could now, if I chose, leave St. John's College, lind 
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go to another with great eclat ; but it would be an unad- 
visable step. I believe, however, it will be impossible 
for them to. elect me a fellow at St. John's, as my county 
is under particular restrictions. They can give me a 
fellowship of smaller value, but I had rather get one at 
another college : at all events, the smaller colleges will 
be glad to elect me from St. John's. 

« * • * « 

With regard to cash, I manage pretty well, though 
my fund is at present at its lowest ebb. My bills, how- 
ever, are paid ; and I have no occasion for money, ex- 
cept as a private convenience. The question therefore 
is, whether it will be more inconvenient to you than 
convenient to me for you to replenish my purse. Decide 
impartially. I have not drawn upon my mother since 
Christmas, except for the expense of my journey up 
from Nottingham' to Cambridge ; nor do I mean to do it 
till next Christmas, when, as I have ordered a suit of 
clothes, I shall have a good many calls for money. 

Let me have a long letter from you soon. 



TO HIS MOTHER. 

St. John's, July 9th, 1806. 
Mir DEAB MOTHER, 

I HAVE scarcely time to write you a long letter ; but 
the pleasing nature of my intelligence will, I hppe, make, 
up for its shortness. 

After a week's exiamination, I am decided to be the 
first man of my year at St. John's t an honor I had 
scarcely hoped for, since my reading has been so very 
broken and interrupted. The contest was very stiff, 
and the men all acquitted themselves yery well. We 
had thirteen men in the first class^ though there are sel- 
dom more than six or eight who attain that rank in 

common. k 

I have learned also, that I am a prize-man in classical 
composition, though I do not yet know whereabouts I 
stand- It is reported that here too I am first. 

Before it was known that I was the first man, Mr. 
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Catton, our college tutor, told me that he was so satis- 
fied with the manner in which I had passed through the 
examination, that if I chose to stay up during the sum- 
mer, I should have a private tutor in the mathematics, 
and that it should be no expense to me. I could not hesi- 
tate at such a proposal, especially as he did not limit the 
time for my keeping the private tutor, but will probably 
continue it as long as I like. You may estimate the val- 
ue of this favor, when. I tell you that a private tutor, 
for the whole vacation, will cost the college at least 
twelve or fourteen .guineas, 6nd that during term time 
they receive ten guineas the term. 

I cannot "of course leave the college this summer even 
for a week, and shall therefore, miss the pleasure of see- 
ing my aunt G at Nottingham. I hate written to 

her. 

It gave me much pleasure to observe the joy all the 
men seemed to feel at my success. I had been on a 
water excursion, with a clergyman in the neighbour- 
hood, and some ladies, aiid just got home as the men 
were assembling for supper ; you can hardly conceive 
with what pleasure they all flocked round me, with the 
most hearty congratulations, and I found that many of 
them had been seeking me all over the college, in order 
to be the first to communicate the good tidings. 



TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

« St. Jolm*8, JiUy, 1606. 
MY DEAR FRIEND, 

I HAVE good and very bad news to cpmmunicate to 
you? Good, that Mr. Catton has'given me an exhibition, 
which makes me up a clear income of 631. per annum, 
and that I am consequently more than independent ; 
bad, that I have been very ill, notwithstanding regular 
and steady exercise. * Last Saturday morning I rose ear- 
ly, and got up sdme rather abstruse problems in mechan- 
ics for my tutorj spent an hour with him, between eight 
and nine got my breakfast, and read the Greek History 
((U breakfast) till ten, then sat down to decipher some 

88* 
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logarithm tables. I think I had not done anything at 
them, when I lost myself. At a quarter past eleven my 
laundress found me bleeding in four diflferent places in 
my face and head, and insensible. I got up, and stag- 
gered about the room, and she, being frightened, ran 
away, and told my Gyp to fetch a surgeon. Before he 
came, I ivas sallying out with my flannel gown on, and 
my academical gown over it : he made me put on my 
coat, and then I went toJMr. Parish's : he opened a vein, 
and my recollection returned. My own idea was, that I 
had fallen out of bed, and so I told Mr. Parish at first ; 
but I afterwards remembered that 1. had been to Mr. 
Fiske, and breakfasted. 

Mr. Catton has insisted on my consulting Sir Isaac 
Pennington, and the consequence is, that I am to go 
through a course of blistering, &c. which, after the 
bleeding, will leave me weak enough. 

I am, however, very well, except as regards the doc- 
tors ; and yesterday I drove into the country to Saffron 
Walden in a gig. My tongue is in a bad condition, from 
a bite which I gave it either in my fall, or in the mo- 
ments of convulsion. . My nose has also come badly off. 
I believe I fell against my reading desk. My other 
wounds are only rubs and scratches on the carpet. 

I am ordered to remit my studies for awhile, by the 
common advice both of doctors and tutors. Dr. Pen- 
nington hopes to prevent any recurrence of the fit. He 
thinks it looks towsgrds epilepsy, of the horrors of which 
malady I have a very full and precise idea ; and I only 
pray that God will spare me as respects my faculties, 
however else it may seem good to him to afflict me. 
Were I my own master, I know how I should act ; but I 
am tied here by bands whicl> I cannot burst. I know 
that change of place is needful ;. but I must not indulge 
in the idea. The college must not pay my tutor for 
nothing. Dr. Pennington and Mr. Parish attribute the 
attack to a too continued tension of the faculties. As I 
am much alone now, I never get quite off study, and I 
think incessantly. I know nature will not endure this. 
They both proposed my going home, bul Mr. * * did not 
hint at it, although much concerned ; and, indeed, I know 
home would be a bad place for me in my present situa- 
tion. I look round for a resting place, and I find none. 
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Yet there is one, which I have long too, too much dis- 
regarded, and thither I must now betake myself. There 
are many situations worse than mine, and I have no 
business to complain. If these afflictions should draw 
the bonds tighter which hold me to my Redeemer, it 
will be well. 

You may be assured that you have here a plain state- 
ment of my case, in its true colors, without any pallia- 
tion. I am now well again,, and have only to fear a 
relapse, which I shall do all I can to prevent, by a re- 
laxation in study. I have now written too much. I am 
very sincerely yours, H. K. WHITE. 

P. S. I charge you, as you value my peace, not to let 
my friends hear, either directly or indirectly of my ill- 
ness. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVH^LE. 

St. John's, 30Ui July, 1806^ 
MY DEAR NEVILLE, 

I HAD deferred sitting down to write to you until I 
should have leisure to send you a very long letter ; but 
as that time seems every day farther off, I shall beg 
your patience no longer, but fill my sheet as well as I 
can. 

I must first reply to your queries. I beg pardon for 
having omitted to mention the receipt of the * * *,' but, 
as I acknowledged the receipt of the parcel, I concluded 
that you would understancl me to mean its contents as 
specified in your letter. But I know the accuracy of a 
man»of business too well to think your caution strange. 
As to the college prizes, I have the satisfaction of tilling 
you that I am entitled to two, viz. the first for the gene- 
ral examination, and one of the first for the classical 
composition. I say one of. the first on this account — I 
am put equal with two others at the top of the list. In 
this contest I had all the men of the three years to 
contend with, and, as both my» equals are my seniors 
in standing, I have no reason to be dissatisfied. 
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« • • 

The Rhetoric Lecturer sent me one of my Latin Es- 
says to copy, for the purpose of inspection ; a compli- 
ment which was paid to none of the rest. 

We three are the only men who are honored with 
prizes, so that we have cut four or five Eton men, who 
are always boasting of their classical ability. 

With regard to your visit here, I think you had better 
come in term time, as the university is quite empty, and 
starers have nothing but the buildings to gaze at. If, 
however, you can come more conveniently now than 
hereafter, I would advise you not to let this circum- 
stance prevent you. I shall be glad to see Mr. * * * 
with you. You may spend a few days very pleasantly 
here, even in vacation time, though you will scarcely 
meet a gownsman in the streets. 

I thought the matter over about * * * *, but I do not 
think I have any influence here. Being myself a young 
man, I cannot with any chance of success, attempt to 
direct even that interest which I may claim with others. '"^ 

« • • * « 

»■ » . 

The university is the, worst place in the world for 
making interest. The great mass of men are them- 
selves busily employed in wriggling themselves into 
places and liviAgs : and there is, in general, *too much 
anxiety for No. 1,- to permit any interference for a 
neighbour, No. 2 



* • 



TO HIS MOTHER. 

* 

St. John'g) August, 1806. , 
MY DEAR MOTHER, 

I HAVE no hesitation in declining the free school, on 
the ground of its precluding the exercise of the ministe- 
rial duties. I. shall take the liberty of writing Mr. 

to thank him for having thought of me, and to recom- 
mend to his notice Mr. . 

* * * « • 

But do not fret yourself, my dear mother ; in a few 
years We shall, I hopfe, be in happier circumstances. I 
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am not too sanguine in my expectations, but I shall cer- 
tainly be able to assist you, and my sisters, in a few 
years. * * * *. As for Maria and Kate, if they suc- 
ceed well in their education, they may, perhaps, be able 
to keep a school of a superior kind, where the profits 
will be greater, and the labor less. I even hope that 
this may not be necessary, and that you, my father and 
they, may come and live with me when I get a parson- 
age. You would be pleased to see how comfortably Mr. 

lives with his mother and sisters, at a snug little 

rectory about ten miles from Cambridge. So much for 
castle-building. 



TO MR. ♦ ♦ ♦ 

St. John's, Aug. 15, 1800 
MY GOOD FRIEND, 

I HAVE deferred writing to you until my return from 

Mr. 's, knowing how much you would like to hear 

from me in respect to that dear family. I am afraid 
your patience has been tried by this delay, and I trust 
to this circumstance alone as my excuse. 

My hours have seldom flowed so agreeably as they 

did at S' •*, nor perhaps have I made many visits 

which have been more profitable to me in a religious 

sense. The example of Mr- will, I hope, stimulate 

me to a faithful pi*eparation for the sacred office to which 
I am destined. I say a faithful preparation, because I 
fear I am apt to deceive myself with respect to my 
present pursuits, and to think I am only laboring for the 
honor of God, when I am urging literary labors to a de- 
gree inconsistent with duty and my real interests. Mr. 

is a good and careful pastor ; my heart has seldom 

been so full as when I have accompanied him to the 
chambers of the sick, or have heard his affectionate ad- 
dresses to the attentive crowd, which fills his school- 
room on Sunday evening. — He is so earnest, and yet 
so sober, so wise, and yet so simple ! You, my dear 

R , are now very jiearly approaching to the sacred 

office, and I sincerely pray that you may be stimulated 
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to follow after the pattern of our excellent friend. You 
may have Mr. 'b zeal, but you will need his learn- 
ing and his judgment to temper it. Remember, that it 
is a work of much more self-denial, for a man of active 
habits to submit to a course of patient study, than to 
suffer many privations for Christ's sake. In the latter 
the heart is warmly interested : the other is the slow 
and unsatisfactory labor of the head, tedious in its pro- 
gress, and uncertain in its produce. Yet there is a 
pleasure, great and indesdribable pleasure, in sanctified 
study : the more wearisome the toil, the sweeter will it 
be to those who sit down with a subdue^ and patient 
spirit, content to undergo much tedium and fatigue, for 
the honor of God's ministry. Reading, however dry, 
soon becomes interesting, if we pursue it with a resolute 
spirit of investigation, and a determinate purpose of 
thoroughly mastering what we are about. You cannot 
take up the most tiresome book, on the most tiresome 
subject, and read it with fixed attention for an hour, but 
you feel a desire to go on : and here I would exhort you, 
whatever you read, read it .accurately and thoroughly, 
and never to pass over anything, however minute, 
which you do not quite comprehend. This is the only 
way to become really learned, and to make your studies 
satisfactory and* productive. If I were capable of di- 
recting your course of reading, I should recommend you 
to peruse Butler's Analogy, Warburton's Divine Lega- 
tion, Prideaux and Shuckford's Connexions, and Milner's 
Church History, century for cejit'ury, along with Mos- 
heim's Ecclesiastical History. The latter is learned, 
concise, clear, and written in good scholastic Latin. 
Study the Chronology of the Old Testament, and as 
a mean of making it interesting, trace out the completion 
of the prophecies. Read your Greek Testament with 
the nicest accuracy, tracing every word to its root, and 
seeking out the full force of particular expressions, by 
reference both to Parkhurst and Scapula. The deriva- 
tion of words wiir throw great light on many parts of 
the New Testament : thus, if we know that the word 
9iaiovog, a deacon, comes from 9ta and xovio, to bustle about 
in the dust, we shall have a fuller notion of the humility 
of those who held the ofiice in the primitive church. In 
reading the Old Testament, wherever you find a pas- 
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sagfe obscure, turn to the Septuagint, which will often 
clearup a place b6tter than fifty commentators. Thus, , 
in Joel, the day of the Lord is called ' a day of gloominess, 
a day of darkness^ and of clovdsj like the morning spread upon 
the mountains,'^ which is a contradiction. Looking at the 
Septuagint, we find that the passage is mispointed, and 
that the latter metaphor is applied to the people : ' A 
people great and strong, like the morning spread upon the 
mountains.' The Septuagint is very easy Greek, quite 
as much so as the Greek Testament ; and a little prac- 
tice of this kind will help you in your knowledge of the 
language, and make you a good critic. I perceive your 
English style is very unpolished, and I think this a mat- 
ter of great moment. I should recommend you to read, 
and imitate as nearly as you can, the serious papers in 
the eighth volume of the Spectator, particularly those 
on the Ubiquity of the Deity. Accustom yourself to 
write down your thoughts, and to polish the style some- 
time after composition, when you have forgotten the ex- 
pression. Aim at conciseness, neatness, and clearness ; 
never nrnke use o{ fine or vulgar words. Avoid every 
epithet which does not add greatly to the idea, for every 
addition of this kind, if it do not strengthen, weakens 
the sentiment ; and be cautious never to express by two 
words, what you can do && well by one ; a multiplicity 
of words only hides the sense, just as a superabun- 
dance of clothes does the shape. This much for studies. 

« « * « « 

I recommend you to pause, and consider much and well 
on the subject of matrimony. You have heard my sen- 
timents with regard to a rich wife ; but I am much too 
young, and too great an enthusiast, to be even a tolera- 
ble counsellor on a point like this. You must think for 
yourself, and consult with prudent and pious people, 
whose years have taught them the wisdoin of the pres- 
ent world, and whose experience has instructed them in 
that of the world to come. But a little sober thought is 
worth a world of advice. You have, however, an infalli- 
ble adviser, and to his directions you may safely look. 
To him r commend all your ways. 

I have one observation to make, which I hope you 
will forgive in me ; it is, that you fall in love too readily. 
I have no notion of a man's having a certain species of 
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afiection for ttoo women at once. I am afraid you let 
your admiration outrun your judgment in the outset, 
and then comes the denouement and its attendant, disap- 
pointment and dis^st. Take good heed you do not do 
this in marriage ; lor if you do, there will be great risk 
of your making shipwreck of your hopes. Be content 
to learn a woman's good qualities as they gradually 
reveal themselves ; and do not let your imagination 
adorn her with virtues and charms to which she has no 
pretension. I think there is often a little disappoint- 
ment after marriage — our angels turn out to be mere 
Eves — ^but the true way of avoiding, or, at least, lessen- 
ing this inconvenience, is to estimate the object of our 
affections really as she is, without deceiving ourselveSy 
and injuring her, by elevating her above her sphere. 
This is the way to be happy in marriage ; for upon this 
plan our partners will be continually breaking in upon 
US, and delighting us with some new discovery of excel- 
lence ; while, upon the other plan, we shall always be 
finding that the reality falls short of what we had so 
fondly and so foolishly imagined. 

Be very sedulous and very patient in your studies. 
You would shudder at the idea of obtrudinff yourself on 
the sacred office in a condition rather to disgrace than 
to adorn it. St. Paul is earnest in admonishing Timothy 
to ffive attention to reading : and that holy apostle him- 
self quotes from several of the best authors among the 
Greeks. His style is also very elegant, and polished on 
occasion. He, therefore, did not think the graces of 
composition beneath his attention, as some foolish and 
ignorant preachers of the present day are apt to do. I 
have written a longer letter to you than I expected, and 
I must now therefore say, good-by. I am very affec- 
tionately yours. H. K. WHITE 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVHXE. 

St. John*e, August ISth, 1806. 



DEAR NEVILLE, 



I CAN but just manage to tell you, by this post, what 
I am sure you will be glad to learn, even at the expense 
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of seven-pence for an empty sheet, that Mr. Catton has 
given me an exhibition, which makes my whole income 
sixty guineas a year. My last term's bill was ISl. 135., 
and I had 71. 1^. to receive ; but th^ expenses of this 
vacation will leave me bare until Christmas. 

I have the pleasure of not having solicited either this 
or any other of the favors which Mr. Catton has so lib- 
erally bestowed upon me : and though I have been the 
possessor of this exhibition ever since March last, yet 
Mr. Catton did not hint it to me until this morning, when 
he gave me my bill. 

I have, of course, signified to Mr. Simeon, that I shall 
have no need whatever of the stipend which I have 
hitherto received through his hands. He was extreme- 
ly kind on the occasion, and indeed his conduct towards 
me has ever heen fatherly. It was Mr. * * * who allow- 
ed me 20Z. per annum, and Mr. Simeon added lOZ. He 
told me, that my conduct gave him the most heartfelt 
joy ; that I was so generally respected, without having 
made any compliances, *as he understood, or having, in 
any instance, concealed my principles. Indeed, this is 
a praise which I may claim, though I never conceived 
that it was at all an object of praise. I have always 
taken some pains to let those around me know my reli- 
gious sentiments, as a saving of trouble, and as a mark 
of that independence of opinion, which, I think, every 
one ought to assert : and as I have produced my opin- 
ions with frankness and modesty, and supported them 
(if attacked) with coolness and candor, I have never 
found them any impediment to my acquaintance with 
any person whose acquaintance I coveted. 



DEAR A. 



TO MR. R. W. A. 

St. John*!, Aug. 18th, 1806, 



I AM glad to hear of your voyages and travels through 
various regions, and various seas, both of this island, 
and its little suckling the Isle of Wight. 

Many hair's-breadth 'scapes and perilous adventures 
you must needs have had, and many a time, on the ex- 
treme shores of the south, must you have looked up 

29 
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. with the eye of intelligent curiosity to see whether thid 
samei moon shone there as in the pleasant, but now far 
distant groves of Colwick. And now, my very vnse and 
travelled friend, seeing that your head is yet upon your 
shoulders, and your neck in its right natural poeitimiy 
and seeing that, after all the changes and chances of a 
long journey, and after being banged from post to pillar^ 
and from pillar to post ; seeing, I say, that after all this^ 
you are safely housed once more under your paternal 
roof, what think you, if you were to indulge your mind 
as much as you have done your eyes and gaping mm^^ 
des ? A few trips to the fountains of light and color, or 
to the regions of the good lady who x^^^^ aSaXot^ Stmiti 
atpoQQoy novTov, a ramble down the Galaxy, i^nd a few peeps 

on the UnCOnjined confines (ttot/iov anorfiov, ynvov aimyot, §iW9Hf 

BuffTov) of infinite space, would prove, perhaps, as delecta- 
ble to your immaterial part, as the delicious see-saw of 
a post chaise was to your corporal ; or, if these ethere* 
al, aeronautical, mathematical volutations should dis- 
please you, perhaps it would not be amiss to saunter a 
few weeks on the site of Troy, or to lay out plans of' 
ancient history on the debatable ground of the Pelopon-' 
nesians and Athenians. There is one Thucydides, who 
lives near, who will tell you all about the places you 
visit, and the great events connected with them : he is a 
sententious old fellow, very shrewd in his remarks, and^ 
speaks, moreover, very excellent Greek at your service. 
I know not whether you have met with any. guide in the'' 
course of your bodily travels who can be compared to 
him. If you should make Rome in your way, either 
there or back, I should like to give you a letter of intro- 
duction to an old friend of mine, whose name is Livy, 
who, as far as his memory extends, will amuse you witl^ 
pretty stories, and some true history. There is another 
honest fellow enough, to whom I darer nol recommend 
you, he is so very crabbed and tart, and speaks so much 
in epigrams and enigmas, that I am afraid he would 
teach you to talk as unintelligibly as himself I do not 
mean to give you any more advice, but I have one exhor^ 
tation, which I hope you will take in good part : it is this, 
that if you set otU on this journey, you would please to 
proceed to its end : for I have been acquainted widi sotm 
young men^ who have turned their faces towards Athens 
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0r Rome, a&d trudged on manfully for a few miles, but 
whea they had travelled till they grew weary, and 
worn out a good pair of shoes, have suddenly become 
dkibeartened, and returned without any recompense for 
tbeir pains. 

And now let me assume a more serious strain, and 
eiKhcNrt you to cultivate your mind with the utmost 
asriduity. You are at a critical period of your life, and 
the habits which you now form will, most probably^ 
adhere to you through life. If they be idle habits, I am 
sure they will. 

But even the cultivation of your mind is of minor im- 
portance to that of your heart, your temper, and dispo- 
eiti^n. Here I have need not to preach but to kam. You 
have had less to encounter in your religious progress 
than / have, and your progress has been therefore great- 
V, greater even than your superior faculties would have 
warranted. I have had to fight hard with vanity at 
hmne, and applause abroad : no wonder that my vessel 
lias been tossed about ; but greater wonder that it is yet 
t|Nm the waves. I exhort you to pray with me, (and I 
entreat you to pray far me,) that we may both weather 
out the storm, and arrive in the haven of' sound tran- 
quillity, even on this side the grave. 

We have all particular reason to watch and pray, lest 
■elf too much predominate. We should accustom our- 
selves to hold our own comforts and conveniences as 
aubordinate to the comforts and conveniences of others 
in all things : and a habit thus begun in little matters, 
might probably be extended without difficulty to those of 
a lugher nature. 



TO MR. B. MADDQGK. 

St. John'!, 14th Sept. 1806. 



If T DBAB BEN, 



I CAH scarcely write more to you now than just to 
ealm your uneasiness on my account. I am perfectly 
well again, and have experienced no recurrence of the 
fit ; my spirits too are better, and I read very moderate- 
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ly . I hope that God will be pleased to spare his rebeHious 
chUd ; this stroke has brought me nearer to Him : whom 
indeed have I for my comforter but Him ? 

I am still reading, but with moderation, as I hair^ 
been during the whole vacation, whatever you may 
persist in thinking. 

My heart turns with more fondness towards the con- 
solations of religion than it did, and in some degree I 
haye found consolation. I still, however, conceive that 
it is my duty to pursue my stwiies temperately, and to 
fortify myself with Christian resignation and calmness 
for the worst. I am much wanting in these virtues, 
and, indeed, in all Christian virtues ; but I know how 
desirable they are, and I long for them. Pray that I 
may be strengthened and enlightened, and that I may 
be enabled to go where duty bids, wherever that be. ' 



TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

St. John's, OuBbridge, SSd Sept. 1806 
MY DEAR FRIEND, 

• • • • • 

You charge me with an accession of gallantry of late ; 
I plead guilty. I really began to think of marriage (venr 
prematurely, youll say ;) but if I experience any repeti- 
tion of the fit^ I shall drop the idea of it forever. It 
would be folly and cruelty to involve another in all the 
horrors of such a calamity. 

I thank you for your kind exhortations to a complete 
surrender of my heart to God, which are contained in 
your letter. In this respect I have betrayed the most 
deplorable weakness and indecision of character. I know 
what the truth is, and I love it ; but I still go on giving 
myself half to God, and half to the world, as if I expect- 
ed to enjoy the comforts of religion along with the van^ 
ities of life. If, for a short time, I keep up a closer 
communion with God, and feel my whole bosom burst- 
ing with sorrow and tenderness as I approach the foot- 
stool of my Saviour, I soon relapse into indifrerence> 
worldly-mindedness, and sin ; my devotions become list^ 
less and perfunctory : I dote on the world, its toys, and 
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its corruptions, and am mad enough to be willing to 
sacrifice the happiness of eternity to the deceitful pleas- 
ures of the passing moment. My heart is indeed a 
lamentable sink of loathsome corruption and hypocrisy. 
In consistency with my professed opinions, I am often 
obliged to talk on subjects of which I know but little in 
experience, and to rank myself with those who have 
felt, what I only approve from my head, and, perhaps, 
esteem from my heart. I often start with horror and 
disgust from myself, when I consider how deeply I hav^ 
imperceptibly gone into this species of simulation. Yet 
I think my love for the Gospel, and its professors, is 
sincere ; only I am insincere in suffering persons to en- 
tertain a high opinion of me as a child of God, when 
indeed I am an alien from him. , On looking over some 
private memorandums, which were written at various 
times in the course of the two last years, I beheld, with 
inexpressible anguish, that my progress has, if anything, 
been retrograde. I am still as dark, still as cold, still as 
ignorant, still as fond of the world, and have still fewer 
desires after holiness. I am very, very dissatisfied with 
myself, and yet I am not prompted to earnest prayer. 
I have been so often earnest, and always have fallen 
away, that I go to God without hope, without faith. 
Yet I am not totally without hope ; I know God will have 
my whole heart, and I know, when I give him thatj I 
shall experience the light of his countenance with a per- 
manency. I pray that he would assist my weakness, 
and grant me some portion of his grace, in order that I 
may overcome the world, the flesh, and the devil, tc 
which I have long, very long, been a willing, though an 
unhappy slave. Do you pray earnestly with me, and 
for me, in these respects ; I know the prayers of the 
faithful avail much ; and when you consider with what 
great temptations I am surrounded, and how very little 
strength I have wherewith to resist them, you will feel 
with me the necessity of earnest supplication, and fervent 
intercession, lest I should be lost, and cast away forever. 
^ I shall gladly receive your spiritual advice and direc- 
tions. I have gone on too long in coldness and uncon- 
cern ; who knows whether, if I neglect the present hour, 
the day of salvation may not be gone by foreyer ! ! 

• ••••' 

«9« 
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TO MR. JOHN CHARL^SWORTH. 

St. John's, S3d Sept. 1806« 
MY DEAR CHAIILESWOBTH, 

V 

Thakk you for taking the blame of our neglected CfH^ 
respondence on your own shoulders, I thought it rested 
elsewhere. Thrice have I begun to write to you ; once 
in Latin, and twice in English ; and each time have the 
ftites opposed themselves to the completion of my design. 
But, however, pax sit rebus, we are naturally disposed to 
forgive, because we are, as far as intention goea, mutu- 
al offenders. 

I thank you for your invitation to Clapham, which 
came sft a fortunate juncture, since I had just settie4 
with my tutor that I should pay a visit to my brother in 
London this week. I shall of course see you ; and shall 
be happjr to spend a few days with you at Clapham and 
to rhapsodize on your common. It gives me pleasure 
to hear you are settled, and I give you many hearty 
good wishes for practice and prosperity. I hope you 
will soon find that a wife is a very necessary article of 
Enjoyment in a domesticated state ; for how indeed 
should it be otherwise f A man cannot cook his dinner 
white he is employed in earning it. Housekeepers* are 
' complete helluones rei familiaris, and not only pick your 
pockets, but abuse you into the bargain. WhUe s^ wife, 
on the contrary, both cooks your dinner, and enlivens 
it with her society ; receives you after the toils of the 
day with cheerfulness and smiles, and is not only the 
faithful guardian of your treasury, but the soother of 
your cares, and the alleviator of your calamities. Now, 
am I not very poetical ? But on such a subject who 
would not be poetical ? A wife ! — a domestic fire-side ; 
— the cheerful' assiduities of love and tenderness ! It 
would ifispire a Dutch burgomaster ! and if, with all this 
in your grasp, you shall still choose the pulsare terram pe- 
de liberoj still avoid the irrupta copula, still deem it a mat- 
ter qf light regard to be an object of affection and fond- 
ness to an amiable and sensible woman, why then you 
deserve to be a fellow of a college all your days ; to be 
kicked about in your last illness by a sauoy and careless 
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bed-maker ; and, lastly, to be put in the ground in your 
college chapel, followed only by the man who is to be 
your successor. Why, man, I dare no more dream that 
I shall ever have it in my power to have a wife, than 
that I shall be Archbishop of Canterbury, and Primate 
of all England. A suite of rooms in a still and quiet cor- 
ner of old St. JohA's, which was once occupied by a cra- 
zy monk, or by one of the translators of the Bible in the 
days of ^ood King James, must form the boundary of 
my ambition. I must be content to inhabit walls which 
never echoed with a female voice, to be buried in glooms 
which were never cheered with a female smile. It is 
said, indeed, that women were sometimes permitted to 
visit St. John's when it was a monastery of White-Friarsy 
in order to be present at particular religious ceremonies ; 
but the good monkd were careful to sprinkle holy water 
wherever their profane footsteps had carried contagion^ 
l^nd pollution. 

It is well that you are free from the restrictions^of 
monastic austerity, and that, while I sleep under the 
shadow of towers and lofty walls, and the safeguard of 
a vigilant porter, you are permitted to inhabit your own 
cottage, under your own guardianship, and to listen to 
the sweet accents of domestic affection. 

Yes, my very Platonic, or rather Stoical friend, I must 
see you safely bound in the matrimonial noo9e, and then, 
like A confirmed bachelor, ten years hence, I shall have 
the satisfaction of pretending to laugh at, while, in my 
heart, I envy you. So much for rhapsody. I am coming 
to London for relaxation's sake, and shall take it pretty 
freely ; that is, I shall seek after fine sights — stcure at 
fine people — ^be cheerful with the gay — foolish with the 
simple — and leave as little room to suspect as possible 
that I am (anything of) a philosopher and mathematician. 
I shall probably talk a little Greek, but it will be by 
stealth, in order to excite no suspicion. 

I shall be in town on Friday or Saturday. I am in a 
Very idle mood, and have written you a very idle letter, 

for which I entreat your pardon : and I am, dear C , 

very sincerely yours, 

H. K. WHIT1?. 
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TO HIS BROTHER NEVHXE. 

( FOUin) IN HIS POCKET AFTER HIS DECEASE.) 

St. John's Gollafe, Satwday, Oct. lltfa, 18M. 
DEAR NEVILLE, 

I AM Bafely airived, and in college^ but my illness has 
increased upon me much. The cough continues, and is 
attended with a good deal of fever, I am under the care 
of Mr. Parish, and entertain very little apprehension 
about the cough ; but my over-exertions in town have 
reduced me to a state oT much debility ; and, until the 
cough be gone I cannot be permitted to take, any strength- 
ening medicines. This places me in an awkward predic- 
ament ; but I think I perceive a degree of expectoration 
thil morning, which will soon relieve me, and then I shall 
mtod apace. 

Under these circumstances, I must not expect to see 
you here at present : when I am a little recovered, it 
will be a pleasant relaxation to me. 



Our lectures began on Friday, but i do not attend them 
until I am better. I have not written to my mother, nor 
shall I while I remain unwell. You will tell her, as a 
reason, that our lectures began on Friday. I know she 
will be uneasy, if she do not hear from me, and still 
more so, if I tell her I am ill. 

I cannot write more at present, than that I am your 
truly affectionate brother, 

H. K. WHITR 



N. 



t 



/ 



HIirTS,&c. 



Why will not men be contented with appearing what 
they are ? As sure as we attempt to pass for what we 
are not, we make ourselves ridiculous. With religious 
professors, this ought to be a consideration of importance ; 
for when we assume credit for ivhat we do not possess^ 
we break the laws of God in more ways than we arc 
aware of : vanity and deceit are both implicated. 

Wiry art thou so disquieted, my soul*, and why so 
full of heaviness ? put thy trust Jn God ; for I will yet 
thank him who is the help of my counfenanoe, and my 
God. Ps. xlii. 

Domine Jesu ! in te speravi, miserere mei ! Ne speme 
animum miserrimi peccatoris. 

The love of Christ is the only source from whence a 
Christian can hope to derive spiritual happiness and 
peace. Now the love of Christ will not reside in the 
bosom already preoccupied with the love of the world, 
or any other predominating affection. We must give up 
everything for it, and we knov'' it deserves that distinc- 
tion ; yet, upon this principle, unless the energy of Divine 
grace were what it is, mighty and irresistible, who would 
be saved ? 

The. excellence of our liturgy, and our establishment, 
is more and more impressed upon my mind : how admi- 
rable do her confessions, her penitentiary offerings, her 
intercessions, her prayers, suit with the case of the 
Christian ! It is a sign that a man's heart is not right 
with God, when he finds fault with the liturgy. 

Contempt of religion is distinct from unbelief: unbelief 
may be the result of proud reasonings, and independent 
research ; but contempt of the Christian doctrine must 
proceed from profound ignorance. 
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LoED, give me a heart to turn all knowledge to tby 
glory, and not to mine : keep nie from beinjg deluded 
with the lights of vain philosophy ; keep me from the 
pride of human reason ; let me not think my own 
thoughts, nor VU'eam my own imaginations ; but, in aU 
thin^ acting under the good guidance of the Holy 
Spint, may I live in all simplicity, humility, and single- 
ness of heart, unto the Lord Jesus Christ, now and for 
ever more^ Amen. 

[Tbe above Fkay«r waa imfized to a manual, or meinoianaum-book.] 



A PRAYER. 

Almighty Father, at the close of another day I kneel 
before liite in supplication, and ere I compose my body 
to sleep, I would steal a few moments from weariness, 
to lift up my thoughts to thy perfections, to meditate on 
thy wonderful dispensations, and to make my request 
known unto thee. ^ 

Although the hours of this day have not been spent in 
the busy haunts of society, but in the pursuit of needful 
and godly knowledge, yet I am conscious that my thoughts 
and actions' have been far from pure ; and many vain 
and foolish speculations, many sinful thoughts and am- 
bitious anticipations, have obtruded themselves on my 
mind. I know that I have felt pleasure in what I ought 
to have abhorred, and that I have not had thy presence 
continually in mind ; so that my ghostly enemy has mix- 
ed poison with my best food, and sowed tares with the 
good seed of instruction. Sometimes, too, the world 
as had too much to do with my thoughts ; I have long- 
ed for its pleasures, its splendors, its honors, and have 
forgotten that I am a poor follower of Jesus Christ, 
whose inheritance is not in this land, but in the fields 
above. I do therefore supplicate and beseech thee. Oh 1 
thou my Qod and Father, that thou wilt not only forgive 
these my wanderings, but that thou wilt chasten my 
heart, and establish my affections, so that they may not 
be shaken by the light suggestions of the tempter Satan ; 
and since I am of myseli very weak, I implore thy re- 
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Straining hand upon my understahding, that I may not 
reason in the pride of worldly wisdom, nor flatter myself 
on my attainments, but ever hold my judgment in sub- 
ordination to thy word, and see myself as what I am, a 
helpless dependant on thy boun,ty. If a spirit of indo^ 
fence and lassitude have at times crept on me, I pray thy 
forgiveness for it ; and if I have felt rather inclined to 
prosecute studies which procure respect from the world, 
than the humble knowledge which becomes a servant of 
Christ, do thou check this growing propensity, and only 
bless my studies so far as they conduce to thy glory, 
and as thy glory is their chief end. My heart, Lord ! 
is but too fond of this vain and deceitful world, and I 
have many fears lest I should make shipwreck -of my 
hope on the rocks of ambition and vanity. Give me, I 
pray thee, thy grace to repress these propensities : il- 
lumine more completely my wanderinff mind, rectify my 
understanding, and give me a simple, humble, and afieo- 
tionate heart, to love thee and thy sheep with all sin- 
cerity. As I increase in learning, let me increase in 
lowliness of spirit : and inasmuch as the habits of studi- 
ous life, unless tempered by preventing grace, but too 
much tend to produce formality and lifelessness in devo- 
tion, do thou, heavenly Father, preserve me from all 
cold and speculative views of thy blessed Gospel ; and 
while with regular constancy I kneel down daily before 
thee, do not fail to light up, the fire of heavenly love in 
my bosom, and to draw my heart heavenward with ear- 
nest longing [to thyself] 

And now, Blessed Redeemer ! my rock, my hope, 
and only sure defence, to thee do I cheerfully commit 
both my soul and my body. If thy wise Providence see 
fit, grant that I may rise in the morning, refreshed with 
sleep, and with a spirit of cheerful activity for the duties 
of thiday : but whether I wake here or in eternity, grant 
that my trust in thee may remain sure, and my hope un- 
shaken. Our Father, &c. 

CTbta pnyer wai dJoco^rexed amongst ■ome dirty loon papers of H. K. White's.] 
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MEM. September 9Sind, 1806. 

On running over the pages of this book, I am constrain- 
ed to observe, with sorrow and shame, that my progress 
in divine light has been little or none. 

I have made a few conquests over my corrupt indina- 
tions, but my heart still hankers after its old delights ; 
still lingers half willing, half unwilling, in the ways of 
worldly-mindedness. 

My knowledge of divine things is very little improved. 
I have read less of the Scriptures than 1 did last year* 
In reading the Fathers, I have consulted rather the pride 
of my heart than my spiritual good. 

I now turn to the cause of these evils, and I find that 
the great root, the main-spring, ia — ^love of the world ; 
next to that, pride ; next to that, spiritual sloth. 



REMARKS ON THE ENGLISH FOETa 



IMITATIONS. 

The sublimity and unaffected beauty of the sacred 
writings are in no instance more conspicuous, than in the 
following verses of the xviiith Psalm : 

^ He bowed the heavens also and came down : and 
darkness was under his feet. 

* And he rode upon a cherub and did fly : yea, he did 
fly upon the wings of the wind.' 

None of our better versions have been able to preserve 
the original graces of these verses. That wretched one 
of Thomas Sternhold, however, (which, to the disgrace 
and manifest detriment of religious worship, is general- 
ly used,) has in this solitary instance, and then perhaps 
by accident, given us the true spirit of the Psalmist, and 
has surpassed not only Merrick, but even the classic 
Buchanan. This version is as follows : — 

' The Lord descended from aboTe> 

And bowed the heaveda high. 
And underneath hie feet he cast 

The darkness of the sky. 
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« 
' On cberabt and on cherufaims 

Full royally be rode, 
And on the wings of mighty wuuk 

Came flying all abroad.' 

Dryden honored these verses with very high commen- 
dation, and, in the following lines of his Annus Mirabilis, 
has apparently imitated them, in preference to the orig- 
inal : 

The doke lem numerous, but in couraee more. 
On wings of all the winds to combat flies.' 

And ia his Ceyx and Alcyone, from Ovid, he has — 

' And now sublime she rides upon the wind.' 

which is probably imitated, as well as most of the fol- 
lowing, not from S ternhold, but the original . Thus Pope, 

* Not God alone in the still calm we find. 

He mounts the storm and rides upon the wind.' 

And Addison — 

' Rides in the whirlwind and direct! the storm.' 

The unfortunate Chatterton has — 

* And rides upon the pinions of the wind.' 

And Gray — 

* With arms sublime that float npon the air.' 

Few poets of eminence have lesi^ incurred the charge 
of plagiarism than Milton ; yet many instances might be 
adduced of similarity of idea and language with the 
Scripture, which are certainly more than coincidences, 
and some of these I shall, in a future number, present 
to your readers. Thus the present passage in the 
Psalmist was in all probability in his mind when he 
wrote — 

— — * And with miffhty wings outspread. 
Dove-like sat'st brooding on uie vast abyss.' 

Par. Lo9t, 1. 20. B. 1. 

The third verse of the civih Psalm — 

* He maketh the clouds his chariot, and walketh upon the wings of the wind,'-~ 

is evidently taken from the before-mentioned verses in 
the xviiith Psalm, on which it is perhaps an improve- 
ment. It has also been imitated by two cf our first 

SO 
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poets, — Shakspeare and Thomson. The lormor in Ro- 
meo and Juliet — 

* Befldridei the laxy««aced cloads. 
And Mik upon the 0000m of the air*' 

The latter in Winter, 1. 199. 

.< TiU Nature*! King, who oft 



Amid tempestuous darkness dwelb alone, 
' And on the winn of die careering wiodt 
Walks dreadfully serene.' 

As these imitations have not before, I believe, been 
noticed, they cannot fail to interest the lovers of polite 
letters ; and they are such as at least will amuse your 
readers in general. If the sacred writings were atten- 
tively perused, we should find innumerable passages 
from which our best modern poets have drawn their 
most admired ideas : and the enumerations of these in- 
stances would perhaps attract the attention of many per- 
sons to those volumes, which they now perhaps think 
to contain everything tedious and disfi^ting, but which, 
on the contrary, they would find replete with interest, 
beauty, and true sublimity. 



STERimOLD AND HOPKINS. 



MR. EDrr(», 

In your Mirror for July, a Mr. William Toone has 
offered a few observations on a paper of mine, in a pre- 
ceding number, containing remarks on the versions and 
imitations of the 9th and 10th verses of the xviiith Psalm, 
to which I think it necessary to ofier a few words by 
way of reply ; as they not only put an erroneous con- 
struction on certain passages of that paper, but are other- 
wise open to material objection. 

The object of Mr. Toone, in some parts of his obser- 
vations, appears to have been to refute something which 
he fancied I had advanced, tending to establish the gen- 
eral merit of Sternhold and Hopkins's tiaanslation of the 
Psalms : but he might have saved himself this unneo0S* 
sary trouble, as I have decidedly eoudemned it as mere 



or H. ff. WHITE. 951 

doggerel, still preserved in our churches, to the detri- 
ment of religion ; and the version of the passage ii\ 
question is adduced as a brilliant, though probably ao* 
cidental, exception to the general character of the work. 
What necessity, therefore, your correspondent could see 
for ^hoping that I shotdd think m(& Aim, that the sooner the old 
9ir$ion of the Psalms was consigned to obliviony the better ft 
would be for rational devotiony^ I am perfectly at a loss to 
imagine. 

This concluding sentence of Mr. Toone's paper, whieh 
I consider as introduced merely by way of rounding the 
period, and making a graceful exit, needs no further 
animadversion. I shall therefore proceed to examine 
the objections of the * worthy clergyman of the church 
of England ' to these verses, cited by your correspon- 
dent, by which he hopes to prove, Dryden, Knox, and 
the numerous other eminent men who have expressed 
their admiration thereof, to be little better than idiots. — 
The first is this : 

' Cherubim is the plural for Cherub ; but our versioner 
by adding an s to it, has rendered them both plurals.' 
By adding an « to what ? If the pronoun it refer to 
cherubim, as according to the construction of the sen- 
tence it really does, the whole objection is nonsense. — 
But the worthy gentleman, no doubt, meant to say, that 
Sternhold had rendered them both plurals by the ad- 
dition of an s to cherub. Even in this sense, however, I 
conceive the charge to be easily obviated ; for, though 
cherubim is doubtless usually considered as the plural 
of cherub, yet the two words are frequently so used in 
the Old Testament as to prove, that they were often 
applied to separate ranks of beings. One of these, which 
I shall cite, will dispel all doubt on the subject. 

' And within the orade he mads two eherulnm$ of olive tree, each ten ciibili 
' 1 ICmgti^ T. 28. eh. vi. 



The Other objection turns upon a word with which it 
is not necessary for me to interfere ; for I did not quote 
these verses as instances of the merit of Sternhold, or 
his version^ I cmly asserted that the lines which I then 
copied, viz. 

<The Lofd defeended firom above/ fte. 
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were truly noble arid sublime. Whether, therefore, 
Stemhold wrote all the tdnds (as asserted by your corres- 
pondent, in order to furnish roomfor objection,) or mighty 
tdnds, is of no import. But if this really be a subsequent 
alteration, I think at least there is no improvement ; 
for when we conceive the winds as assembling from all 
quarters, at the omnipotent command of the Deity, and 
bearing him with their united forces from the heavens, 
we have a more sublime image than when we see him' 
as flying merely on mighty mndsj or as driving his team 
(or troop) of angels on a strong tempest's rapid wing, ' 
with most amazing swiftness^ as elegantly represented by 
Brady and Tate.* 

I differ from your correspondent's opinion, that these 
verses, so far from possessing sublimity, attract the 
reader merely by their rumbling sotmd : Aiid here it may 
not be amiss to observe, that the true sublime does not 
consist of high sounding words, or pomjpous magnifi- 
cence ; on the contrary, it most frequently appears clad 
in native dignity and simplicity, without art, and with- 
out ornament. 

The most elegant critic of antiquity, Longinus, in his 
Treatise on the Sublime, adduces the following passage 
from the Book of Genesis, as possessing that quality in 
an eminent degree : 

< God $aid, Let there be light, and there vfa$ light : — Let the earth be, and 

From what I have advanced on this subject, I would 
not have it inferred, that I conceive the version of 
Stemhold and Hopkins, generally speaking, to be supe- 
rior to that of Brady and Tate ; for, on the contrary, in 
almost every instance, except that above mentioned, 
the latter possesses an indubitable right to preeminence. 
Our language, however, cannot yet boast one version 
possessing the true spirit of the original; some are 
beneath contempt, and the best has scarcely attained 
mediocrity. Your correspondent has quoted some ver- 

* The chariot of the king of kings, 
PVhieh active troapt of angel* dreuf. 

On a 8^00^ tempest's rapid totnga. 
With moat amazing awiftneae flew. 

t The quoUtioB appears to have been made from memory, and not oocreocljr. 
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863 from TatBy in triumph, as oomparatively excellent ; 

but, in my opinion, they are also instances of our gen- 
eral failure in sacred poetry : they abound in thoee 
ambitiosa omamenta which do well to please women and 
children, but which disgust the man of taste. 

To the imitations already noticed of this passage, per* 
mit me to add the following : — 

' But variooB Iris, Jove's oommandi to bear. 
Speeds on the wings of winds through liquid air.' 

Pop€'§ IHad, B. 2. 

* Migoel criizando os pelagos do vento.' 

Carlos Redurido, Canto I., by Pedro de Aieredo 
an ancient Portqgnese poet of some mc^t. 



REMARKS ON THE ENGLISH POETS. 



WAETOM. 

The poems of Thomas Warton are replete with a sub- 
limity, and richness of imagery, which seldom fail to en- 
chant : every line presents new beauties of idea, aided 
by all the magic of animated diction. From the inex- 
haustible stores of figurative lan^age, majesty, and sub- 
limity, which the ancient English poets afford, he has 
culled some of the richest and the sweetest flowers. 
But, unfortunately, in thus making use of the beauties 
of other writers, he has been too unsparing ; for the 
greater number of his ideas and nervous epithets can- 
not, strictly speaking, be called his own ; therefore, how- 
ever we may be charmed by the grandeur of his images, 
or the felicity of his expression, we must still bear in our 
recollection, that we cannot with justice bestow upon 
him the highest eulogium of genius — that of originality. 

It has, with much justice, been observed, that Pope, 
and his imitators, have introduced a species of refine- 
ment into our language, which has banished that nerve 
and pathos for which Milton had rendered it eminent. 
Harmonious modulations, and unvarying exactness of 
measure, totally precluding sublimity and fire, have re- 
duced our fashionable poetry to mere sing-song. But 

SO* 
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Thomas Warton, whose taste was unvitiated by the 
frivolities of the day, immediately saw the intrinsic 
worth of what the world then slighted. He saw that 
the ancient poets contained a fund of strength, and beau* 
ty of imagery, as well as diction, which, in the hands of 
genius, would shine forth with redoubled lustre. En-' 
tirely rejecting, therefore, modern niceties, he extracted 
the honied sweets from these beautiful, though neglect- 
ed flowers. Every grace of sentiment, every poetical 
term, which a false taste had rendered obsolete, was by 
him revived and made to grace his own ideas; and 
though many will condemn him as guilty of plagiarism) 
yet few will be able to withhold the tribute of their 
praise. 

The peculiar forte of Warton seems to have been in 
the sombre descriptive. The wild airy flights of a Spen- 
ser, the ' chivalrous feats of barons bold,' or the ' clois- 
ter 'd solitude,' were the favorites of his mind. Of this 
his bent he informs us in the following lines : — 

Through Pope's soft song, though all the graces fareatbe» 

And happiest art adonis nis attic page. 

Yet does my mind with sweeto* transport glow. 

As at the root of xnossv trunk reclin'd. 

In magic Spenser's wildly warbled song, 

I see deserted Una wan^ wide 

TThrougfa wasteful solitudes and lurid heaths, 

Weary, forlorn, than where the fated fair * 

Upon the bosom bright of silver Thames, 

Launches in all the nistre of brocade. 

Amid the splendors of the laughin? sun ; 

The gay detcripHon palls upon we sense. 

And coldly strikes the mind with feeble bliss. 

PUaturet of Melancholy. 

Warton's mind was formed for the ffrand and the sub* 
lime. Were his imitations less verbal, and less numer^ 
ous, I should be led to imagine that the peculiar beau- 
ties of his favorite authors had sunk so impressively into 
his mind, that he had unwittingly appropriated them as 
his own ; but they are in general such as to preclude 
the idea. 

To the metrical and other intrinsic ornaments of style, 
he appears to have paid due attention. If we meet with 
an uncouth expression, we immediately perceive that it 
is peculiarly appropriate, and that no other term could 

• Belinda. Vide Pope's Rape of the Lock. 
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have been made use of with so happy ah effect. His 
poems abound with alliterative lines. Indeed, this fig- 
ure seems to have been his favorite ; and he studiously 
seek^ every opportunity to introduce it : however, it 
must be acknowledged, that his ' daisy-dappled dales,' 
&c. occur too frequently. 

• The poem on which Warton's fame {a$ a poet) princi- 
pally rests, is, the ' Pleasures of Melancholy,' and (not*. 
Withstanding the perpetual recurrence of ideas which 
are borrowed from other poets) there are few pieces 
which I have perused with more exquisite gratification. 
The gloomy tints with which he overcasts his descrip- 
tions ; his highly figurative language ; and, above all, the 
antique air which the poem wears, convey the most 
sublime ideas to the mind. 

Of the other pieces of this poet, some are excellent, 
and they all rise above mediocrity. In his sonnets, he 
has succeeded wonderfully ; that written at Winslade, 
and the one to the river Lodon, are peculiarly beauti- 
ful, and that to Mr. Gray is most elegantly turned. The 
* Ode on the Approach of Summer ' is replete with 
genius and poetic fire ; and even over the Birth-day Odes, 
which he wrote as poet laureat, his genius has cast 
energy and beauty. His humorous pieces and satires 
abound in wit ; and, in short, taking him' altogether, he 
is an ornament to our country and our language, and it 
is to be regretted, that the profusion with which he has 
made use of the beauties of other poets, should have 
givenproom for censure. 

I should have closed my short, and, I fear, jejune es- 
say on Warton, but that I wished to hint to your truly 
elegant and acute Stamford correspondent, Octavius 
Gilchrist, (whose future remarks on Warton 's imitations 
I await with considerable impatience,) that the passage 
in the Pleasures of Melancholy — 



or ghostly shape. 



At distance seen, 'invites, toith beckoning hand, 
Thy lonesome steps,* 

which he supposes to be taken from the following in 
Comus — 

* Of calling shapes, and beck'ning shadows dire. 
And airy toogues that syllable men's names, * 
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is more probably taken from the eommenoeme&t of 
Pope's Elegy on an unfortunate Lady — 

* What beckoning ghost, along the moonlight shade 
JbiviUt m^ »i€p9, and points to yonder glade 1 * 

The original idea was possibly taken from Comus by 
Pope, from whom Warton, to all appearance, again bor- 
rowed it. 

Were the similarity of the passage in Gray to that in 
Warton less striking and verbal, 1 should be inclined to 
think it only a remarkable coincidence ; for Gray's biog- 
raphers inform us, that he commenced his elegy in 1742, 
and that it was completed in 1744, being the year which 
he particularly devoted to the muses, though he did not 
^put the finishing stroke to it ' until 1750. The Pleasures of 
Melancnoly were published in 4to. in 1747 ; therefore 
Gray might take his third stanza from Warton ; but it is 
rather extraordinary that the third stanza of a poem 
should be taken from another, published fi/ve years after 
that poem was begun, and three after it was understood, 
to be completed. One circumstance, however, seems 
to render the supposition of its being a plagiarism some- 
what more probable, which is, that the stanza in ques* 
tion is not essential to the connexion of the succeeding 
and antecedent verses ; therefore it might have been 
added by Gray, when he put the ^finishing stroke ' to his 
piece in 1750. 



CURSORY REMARKS ON TRAGEDY. 

The pleasure which is derived from the representa- 
tion of an aiTecting tragedy, has often been the subject 
of inquiry among philosophical critics, as a singular phe- 
nomenon. — That the mind should receive gratification 
from the excitement of those passions which are in 
themselves painful, is really an extraordinary paradox, 
and is the more inexplicable, since, when the same 
means are employed to rouse the more pleasing affec- 
tions, no adequate effect is produced. 

In order to solve this problem, many ingenious hy- 
potheses have been invented. The Abbe Du Bos tells 
us, that the mind has such a natural antipathy to a state 
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df listlessness and languor, as to render the transition 
from it to a state of exertion, even though by rousin^r 
passions in themselves painful, as in the instance of 
tragedy, a positive pleasure. Monsieur Fontenelle has 
given us a more satisfactory account. He tells us that 
pleasure and pain, two sentiments so different in them- 
selves, do not differ so much in their cause ; — that pleas- 
ure, carried too far, becomes pain ; and pain, a little 
moderated, becomes pleasure. Hence that the pleasure 
we derive from tragedy is a pleasing sorrow, a modula- 
ted pain. David Hume, who has also written upon this 
subject, unites the two systems, with this addition, that 
the painful emotions excited by the representation of 
melancholy scenes, are further tempered, and the pleas- 
ure is proportionably heightened by the eloquence dis- 
played in the relation — the art shown in collecting the 
pathetic circumstances, and the judgment evinced in 
their happy disposition. 

But even now I do not conceive the difficulty to be 
satisfactorily done away. Admitting the postulatum 
which the Ahh6 Du Bos assumes, that languor is so dis- 
agreeable to the mind, as to render its removal positive 
pleasure, to be true ; yet, when we recollect, as Mr. 
Hume has before observed, that were the same objects 
of distress which give us pleasure in tragedy set before 
our eyes in reality, though they would effectually re- 
move listlessness, they would excite the most unfeigned 
uneasiness, we shall hesitate in applying this solution in 
its full extent to the present subject. M. Fontenelle's 
reasoning is much more conclusive ; yet I think he errs 
egregiously in his premises, if he means to imply that 
any modulation of pain is pleasing, because, in whatever 
degree it may be, it is still pain, and remote from either 
ease or positive pleasure ; and if, by moderated pain, he 
means any uneasy sensation abated, though not totisdly 
banished, he is no less mistaken in the application ol^ 
them to the subject before us. — Pleasure may very well 
be conceived to be painful, when carried to excess, 
because it there becomes exertion, and is inconvenient^ 
We may also form some idea of a pleasure arising from 
moderated pain, or the transition from the disagreeable 
to the less disagreeable ; but this cannot in any-wise be 
applied to the gratification we derive from a tragedy, for 
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there no superior degree of pain is left for an inferior. 
As to Mr. Hume's addition of the pleasure we deKve 
from the art of the poet, for the introduction of which he 
has written his whole dissertation on tragedy, it merits 
little consideration. The self-recollection necessary to 
render this art a source of gratification must weaken 
the illusion ; and whatever weakens the illusion dimin- 
ishes the effect. 

In these systems it is taken for granted that all those 
passions are excited which are represented in the drar 
ma. This I conceive to have been the primary caiue 
of error ; for to me it seems very probable that the only 
passion or affection which is excited, is that of sympathy, 
which partakes of the pleasing nature of pity and com* 
passion, and includes in it so much as is pleasing of 
hope and apprehension, joy and grief. 

The pleasure we derive from the afflictions of a friend 
is proverbial — every person has felt, and wondered why 
he felt, something soothing in the participation of the 
sorrows of those dear to his heart ; and he might with 
as much reason have questioned why he was delighted 
with the melancholy scenes of tragedy. Both pleasures 
are equally singular; they both arise from the same 
source. Both originate in sympathy. 

It would seem natural that an accidental spectator of 
a cause in a court of justice, with which he is perfectly 
unacquainted, would remain an uninterested auditor of 
what was going forward. Experience tells us, however, 
the exact contrary. He immediately, even before he 
is well acquainted with the merits of the case, espouses 
one side of the question, to which he uniformly adheres, 
participates in all its advantages, and sympathizes in its 
success. There is no denying that the interest this man 
takes in the business is a source of pleasure to him ; but 
we cannot suppose one of the parties in the cause, 
though his interest must be infinitely more lively, to fed 
an equal pleasure, because this painful passions are in 
him really roused, while in the other sympathy alone is 
excited, which is in itself pleasing. It is pretty much 
the same with the spectator of a tragedy. And, if the 
sympathy is the more pleasing, it is because the actions 
are so much the more calculated to entrap the attention, 
and the object so much the more worthy. The pleasure 
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18 heightened also in both instances by a hind of intuitive 
reooUection, which never forsakes the spectator, that 
no bad consequences will result to him from the action 
he is surveying. The recollection is the more predomi- 
nant in the spectator of a tragedy, as it is impossible in 
any case totally to banish from his memory that the 
scenes are fictitious and illusive. In real life we always 
advert to futurity, and endeavour to draw inferences of 
the probable consequences ; but the moment we take off 
our minds from what is passing on the stage to reason- 
ings thereupon, the illusion is dispelled, and it again 
recurs that it is all fiction. 

If we compare the degrees of pleasure we derive from 
Ihe perusal of a novel and the representation of a trage- 
dy, we shall observe a wonderful disparity. In both we 
feel an interest, in both sympathy is excited. But in 
the one, things are merely related to us as having passed^ 
which it is not attempted to persuade us ever did in 
reality happen, and from which, therefore, we never can 
deceive ourselves into the idea that any consequences 
whatever will result ; in the other, on the contrary, the 
actions themselves pass before our eyes ; we are not 
tempted to ask ourselves whether they did ever happen ; 
we see them happen, we are the witnesses of them ; and 
were it not for the meliorating circumstances before 
mentioned, the sympathy would bec6me so powerful as 
to b^ in the highest degree painful. 

In tragedy, therefore, everything which can strength- 
en the illusion should be introduced, for there are a 
thousand drawbacks on the effect, which it is impossi- 
ble to remove, and which have always so great a force, 
as to put it out of thie power of the poet to excite sym- 
pathy in a too painful degree. Everything that is im- 
probable, everything which is out of the common course 
oi nature, should, for this reason, be avoided, as nothing 
will so forcibly remind the spectator of the unrealness 
of the illusion. 

It is a mistaken idea, that we sympathize sooner with 
the distresses of kings and illustrious personages, than 
with those of common life. Men are, in fact, more in- 
dined to commiserate the sufferings of their equals, than 
of those whom they cannot but regard rather with awe 
than pity^ as supenor beings, and to take an interest in 



mdctents which might have happened to themselves 
sooner than in those remote from their own rankajod 
habits. It is for this reason that JEsohylus censures 
Euripides for introducing his kings in rags, as if they 
were more to be compassionated than other men ; 

JlQtoTw fi%v rovg fiaaiXtvorrag qaxtafimaxav, tr aveXtttvoi 
Toig av6qom:oig tpatvort tivai. 

Some will, perhaps, imagine that it is in the power 
of the poet to excite our sympathy in too powerful a 
degree, because, at the representation of certain scenes, 
the spectators are frequently affected so as to make them 
shriek out with terror. But this is not sympathy ; it is 
horror, it is disgust, and is only witnessed when some 
act is committed on the stage so cruel and bloody, as to 
make it impossible to contemplate it, even in idea, with- 
out horror. 

j» 

Nee pueros coram popalo Medea trocidet, 
Aut hmnana palam coqnat exta nefarias Atreiui. 

Hvr. ArB Poet. 1. 185. 

It is for this reason, also, that many fine German 
dramas cannot be brought on the English stage, such as 
the Robbers of Schiller, and the Adelaide of Wulfingen, 
by Kotzebue : they are too horrible to be read without 
violent emotions, and Horace will tell you what an im- 
mense difference there is in point of effect between a 
relation and a representation. 

Segnius irritant animofl demissa per anrem, 

Qiiam qnflB sunt oculis gubjecta fidelibas, et que 

Ipse sibi tradit spectator. Ara Poet. 1. 180. 

I sh&ll conclude these desultory remarks, strung to- 
gether at random, without order or connexion, by ob- 
serving what little foundation there is for the general 
outcry in the literary world, against the prevalence of 
German dramas on our stage. Did they not possess, 
uncommon merit, they would not meet with such gen- 
eral approbation. Fashion has but a partial influence, 
but they have drawn tears from an audience in a bam 
as well as in a theatre royal ; they have been welcomed 
with plaudits in every little market-town in the three 
kingdoms, as well as in the metropolis. Nature speaks 
but one language ; she is alike inteUi^ble to the peasant 
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afid the mftn of letters, the tradesman and the man' of 
fitshion. While the Muse of Germany shall continue to 
produce such plays as the Stranger and Loyers' Vows,^ 
who will not rejoice that translation is able to naturalize 
her efforts in our language ? 



MELANCHOLY HOURS. 

(NO. I.) 



-There is a mood 



(I siag not to the vacant and the young) 

There is a kindly mood of Melancholy, 

That wings tlie soul and points her to the skies. 

Dr» 



Philosophers have divested themselves of their natu- 
ral apathy, and poets have x risen above themselves, in 
descanting on the pleasures of Melancholy, There is 
no mind so gross, no understanding so uncultivated, as 
to be incapable, at certain moments, and amid certain 
combinations, of feeling that sublime influence upon the 
spirits which steals the soul from the petty anxieties of 
the wprld, 

* And fits it to hold converse with tiie gods.' 

I must confess, if such there be who never felt the di- 
vine abstraction, I envy them not their insensibility. 
For my own pait, it is from the indulgence of this sooth- 
ing power that I derive the most exquisite of gratifica- 
tions ; at the calm hour of moonlight, amid all the sub- 
lime serenity, the dead stillness of the night ; or when 
the howlilig storm raees in the heavens, the rain pelts 
on my roof, and the ^d8 whistle through the crannies 
of my apartment, I feel the divine mood of melancholy 
upon me ; I imagine myself, placed upon an eminence, 
above the crowds who pant below in the dusty tracks 
of wealth and honor. The black catalogue of crimes 

* I.ipeakof these plavs only at adapted to otir stage by the elegant pens of Mr. 
Thompeon and Mrs. Incnbald. 
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aad of vice ; the sad tiisae of Mrr^tehedness and wo, 
passes in review before me) and I look down upon mai> 
with an eye of pity and commiseration. Though the 
fic«[&es which I survey be mournful, and the idea^i they 
excite equally sombre ; though the tears gush as I con- 
template them, and my heart feels heavy with the sor- 
rowful emotions which they inspire ; yet are they not 
unaccompanied with sensations of the purest and most 
ecstatic bliss. 

It is to the spectator alone that Melancholy is forbid- 
ding ; in herself she is soft and interesting, and capable 
of affording pure and unalloyed delight. Ask the lover 
why he muses by the side of the purling brook, or plun- 
ges into the deep gloom of the forest ? Ask the unfortu- 
nate why he seeks the still shades of solitude ? or the 
man who feels the pangs of disappointed ambition, why 
he retires into the silent walks of seclusion ? and he will 
tell you that he derives a pleasure therefrom, which no- 
thing else can impart. It is the delight of Melancholy : 
but th» mdancholy of these beings is as far removed 
from that of the philosopher, as are the narrow and con- 
tracted complaints of selfishness from the mournful re- 
grets of expansive philanthropy ; as are the desponding 
intervals of insanity from the occasional depressions of 
benevcdent sensibility. 

The man who has attained that calm equanimity which 
qualifies him to look down upon the petty evils of life 
with indifference ; who can so far conquer the weakness 
of nature, as to consider the sufferings of the individual 
of little moment, when put in competition with the wel- 
fare of the community, is alone the true philosopher. 
His melancholy is not excited by the retrospect of his 
own misfortunes ; it has its rise from the contemplation 
of the miseries incident to life, and the evils which ob** 
trude themselves upon society, and interrupt the hai^ 
mony of nature. It would be arrogating too much merit 
to myself, to assert that I have a just claim to the title 
of a philosopher, as it is here defined ; or to say that the 
speculations of my melancholy hours are equally disin- 
terested : be this as it may, I have determined to present 
my solitary efiusions to the public; they will at least 
have the merit of novelty to recommend them, and may 
possibly, in some measure, be instrumental in the meli- 
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Oration of the human heart, or the correction of felw 
prepossessions. This is the height of my ambition ; this 
once attained, and my end will be' folly accomplished. 
One thing I can safely promise, though far from being 
the coinages of a heart at ease, they will contain neither 
the querulous captiousness of misfortune, nor the bitter 
taunts of misanthropy^ Society is a chain of which I am 
merely a link : all men are my associates in error, and 
though some may have gone farther in the Ways of guih 
than myself, yet it is not in me to sit in judgment upon 
them ; it is mine to treat them rather in pity than in anger^ 
to lament their crimes and to weep over their sufferings. 
As these papers will be the amusement of those hours , 
of relaxation, when the mind recedes from the vexations 
of business, and sinks into itself for a moment of solitary 
ease, rather than the efforts of literary leisure, the reader 
will not expect to find in them unusual elegance of lan- 
guage, or studied propriety of style. In the short and 
necessary intervals of cessation from the anxieties of an 
irksome employment, one finds little time to be solicitous 
about expression. If, therefore, the fervor of a glowing 
mind expresses itself in too warm and luxuriant a man- 
lier for the cold ear of dull propriety, let the fastidious 
critic find a selfish pleasure in decrying it. To criticism 
melancholy is indifferent. If learning cannot be better 
6mplo3red than in declaiming against the defects, while 
it is insensible to the beauties of a perfcHrmanoe, w^l 
may we exclaim with the poet, 

W. 



JIB4 MVficn w 



MELANCHOLY HOURS. 



Hot ( w«U-»4»ir !) who Itvw die Mmti aow f 

Or belpes the climber of the sacred hyll ? 
!ioDe bane to then ; tat ttilve to dtoalow 
All hearenly dewet the c oddessef distill. 



It is a melancholy reflection, and a reflectioa whii^ 
often sinks hearUy on my soul, Miat the Sons of Gtenias 
gen«raUy seem predestined to encoonter the radest 
storms of adversity, to struggle, unnoticed, with poverty 
and misfortune. The annab of the world present us 
with many corroborations of this remark ; and, alas ! who 
can tell how many unhappy beings, who might have 
shone with distinguished lustre among the stars whicdti 
illumine our hemisphere, may have sunk unknown hs- 
neath the jHressure of untowaxd circumstances; wbo 
knows how many may have shrunk, with all the exquiste 
sensibility of genius, from the rude and riotous discoid 
of the worid, into the peaceful slumbers of death. 
Among the number of those whose talents might have 
rievated them to the first rank of eminenoe, but who 
^ave been overwhelmed with the accumulated ills 4f 
poverty and misfortune, I do not hesitate to rank ft 
young man whom I once accounted it my greatest hap- 
piness to be able to call my irieBd. 

Charles Wanelt was the only son of an humble vil- 
lage rector, who just lived to give him a liberal educa- 
tion, and then left him unprovided for and unprotected, 
to struggle through the world as well as he could. 
With a heart glowing with the enthusiasm of poetry and 
romance, with a sensibility the most exquisite, and with 
an indignant pride, which swelled in his veins, and told 
him he was a man, my friend found himself cast upon 
the wide world at the age of sixteen, an adventurer, 
without fortime and without connexion. As his inde- 
pendent spirit could not brook the idea of being a burden 
to those whom his father had taught him to consider 
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onlf as allied by blood, and not by afiection, he looked 
about him for a sitaation which could ensure to him, by 
his own exertions, an hoaovaUe oompejtence* It was 
not long before such a situation offered, and Charles 
precipitately articled himself to an attorney, without 
giving himself time to consult his own inclinations, (nt 
the deposition of his master. The transition from Sopho- 
des and Euripides, Theocritus and Ovid, to Findlie and 
Wood, Coke and Wynne, was striking and difficult ; but 
Charles applied himself with his wonted ardor to his 
new study, as considering it not only his interest, but 
his duty so to do. It was not long, however, before he 
disoov«red that he disliked the law, that he disliked his 
situation, and that he despised his master. The fact 
was, my fUend had many mortifications to endure, 
which his haughty soul could ill brook. The attorney 
to whom he was articled, was one of those narrow- 
minded beings who consider wealth ab alone entitled to 
TCspect^ lie had discovered Mmt his derk was tery 
pMr, and vtry destitute of friends, and thence he wry 
naturally concluded that he might insult him with impu- 
nity. It appears, however, that he was mistaken in hie 
eakiulations. I one ni|^t remarked that my friend was 
nnnsually thoughtful. I ventured to ask him whether 
he had met with anything particular to ruffle his spirits. 
He looked at me for some moments significantly, then, 
as if roused to fury by the recollection — :^l have,' siud 
lie vehemently, ^ I have, I have. He has insulted me 
grossly, and I will bear it no longer.' He now walked 
up and down the room with visible emotion. — Presently 
he sat down. — He seemed more composed. ^ My friend,,' 
said he, ^I have endured much from this man. I coii- 
oeived it my doty to forbear, but I have forborne until 
forbearance is blamable, and, by the Almighty, I will 
never again endure what I have endured this day. But 
not only this man ; every one thinks he may treat me 
with contumely, because I am poor and friendless. But 
I am a man, and will no longer tamely submit to be the 
sport of fools, and tiskt foot-l^l of caprice. In this spot 
<k earth, though it gave me birth, I can never taste of 
ease. Here I must be ndserable. The principal end of 
man is to arrive at happiness. Here I can never attain 
it ; and here therefore I will no Icmger remain. My ob- 
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ligations to the rascal, who calls himsdf my master^ are 
cancelled by his abuse of the authority I rashly placed la 
his hands. I have no relations to bind me to thie partia* 
ular place.' The tears started in his eyes as he spoke* 
* I have no tender ties to bid me stay, and why do I 
stay ? The world is all before me. My inclination 
leads me to travel ; I will pur»ie that inclination ; and^ 
perhaps, in a strange land I may find that repose wbidi 
is denied to me in the place of my birth. My finances, 
it is true, are ill able to support the expenses of travel- 
ling : but what then — ^Goldsmith, my friend,' with rising 
ehthusiasm, * Goldsmith traversed Europe on foot, and I 
am as hardy as Gtoldsmith. Yes, I will go, and perhaps, 
ere long, I may sit me down on some towering mountain^ 
and exclaim with him, while a hundred realms lie in 
perspective before me, 

' Creation's iieir, the world, the world in mine.' 

It was in vain I entreated him to reflect maturely, ere 
he took so bold a step ; he was deaf to my importunitiea, 
and the next morning I rec^ved a letter informing me 
of his departure. He was observed about sun-rise, sit- 
ting on the stile, at the top of an eminence whidi cost- 
manded a prospect of the surrounding country, pensively 
looking towards the village. I could divine his emoticma, 
on thus casting probably a last look on his native plaae. 
The neat white parsonage-house, with the honey-suckle 
mantling on its wall, I knew would receive his last 
glance ; and the image of his father would present itself 
to his mind, with a melancholy {Measure, as he was thus 
hastening, a solitary individual, to plunge himself into 
the crowds of the world, deprived of that fostering hand 
which would otherwise have been his support and 
guide. 

Prom this period Charles Wanely was never heard of 

at L , and, as his few relations cared little about 

him, in a short time it was almost forgotten that such a 
being had ever been in existence. 

About five years had elapsed from this period, when 
my occasions led me to the continent. I will confess I 
was not without a romantic hope, that I might again 
meet with my lost friend ; and that often, with that idea, 
I scrutinized the features of the passengers. One fine 
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aiooitl%ht niffht/as I wafistroUiogdowathegraiid ItaUan 
Strada di Toledo^ at Naplens, I oj^erved a orgwd assem- 
bled round a man, who, with im{ia9siQned geBturea* 
aeemed to be vehemently deolainxing to the multitude. 
It was one of the Improvisatori, who recite extempore 
verses in the streets of Naples, for what money they can 
collect from the hearers. I stopped to listen to the 
man's metrical romance, and had remained in the atti^ 
tude of attention sometime, when, happening to turn 
round, I beheld a person very shabbily dressed, stead- 
fastly gazing at me. The moon shone full in his face. 
I thought his features were familiar to me. He was 
pale and emaciated, and his countenance bore marks of 
the deepest dejection. Yet, amidst all these changes, I 
thought I recognised Charles Wanely. I stood stupified 
with surprise. My senses nearly failed me. On recover- 
ing myself, I looked again, but he had left the spot the 
moment he found himself observed. I darted through 
-Ae crowd, and ran every way which I thought he could 
have gone, but it was all to no purpose. Nobody kneiv 
him. Nobody had even seen such a person. The two 
fc^owing days I renewed my inquiries, and at last diiei- 
oovered the lodgings where a man of his description had 
resided. But he had left Naples the morping after hi^ 
form had struck my eyes. 1 found he gained a subsist- 
ence by drawing rude figures in chalks and vending them 
among the peasantry. I could no longer doubt it was my 
friend, and immediately perceived that his haughty spirit 
€0uld not bear to be recognised in sUch degrading circum- 
atances, by one who had known him in better days. La- 
menting the mii^uided notions which had thus again 
thrown him from me, I left Naples, now grown hateful 
to my sight, and embarked for England. It is now 
nearly twenty years since this rencounter, during which 
period he has not been heard of; and there can be little 
doubt that this unfortunate young man has found, in 
some remote corner of the continent, an obscure and an 
unlamented grave. 

Thus, those talents which were formed to do honcu* 
to human nature, and to the country which gave them 
birth, have been nipped in the bud by the frosts of pov- 
erty and scorn, and their unhappy possessor lies in an 
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lonkiiowii aad lumidefis tomb, who miglil, un^r 
ilrcumstanceA, hare risen to the h^hest pianade of 
Wibitioa and renown. W. 



MELANCHOLT HOURS, 
(iro. III.) 



Few know that elegance of soul refined, 
WhoM aoft seBsation feeh s quicker joy 
From melancholy's scenes, tlian the dull pride 
Of tasteless splendor and magnificence 
Cm 0*er afford. 

Warton*9 MeUMckotf 



Ik one of mj midnigfht ramblefl down the side of the 
Trent, the river which waters the place of my nativity, 
w» I was musing on the various evils which darken the 
life of man, and which have their rise in the malevolence 
and ill-nature of his fellows, the sound of a iBiute from an 
^jmning copse attracted my attention. The tune it 
played was mournful, yet soothing. It was suited to 
the solemnity of the hour. As the distant notes came 
wafted at intervals on my ear, now with gradual swells 
then dying away on the silence of the night, I felt the 
tide of indignation subside within me, and give place ta 
the solemn calm of repose. I listened for sometime im 
breathless ravishment. The strain ceased, yet the sounds 
still vibrated on my heart, and the visions of bliss whieh 
they excited, still ^owed on my imaginaticm. I was 
then standing in one of my favorite retreats. It was a 
ittle alcove, overshadowed with willows, aad a mossy 
seat at the back invited to rest. I laid myself listlessly 
mi the bank. The Trent murmured softly at my feet^ - 
and the willows sighed as they waved over my head. 
It was the holy moment of repose, and I soon sunk into 
a deep sleep. The operations of fancy in a slumber, 
induced by a oombination of droumstances so powerful 
imd uncommon, eould not fail to be wild and romantic in 
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the exiretne. M^liougbt I finind my«elf in an extetittira 
area, iilled with an inimeiise Gonooorse of people* Alt 
one end was a throne of adamant, oa which sat a fernalu, 
in whose aspect I immediatdy recognised a divinity. 
She was clad in a garb of azure, on her forehead she 
bortf a sun, whose splendor the eyes of many were una- 
ble to bear, and whose rays illumined the whole space, 
and penetrated into the deepest recesses of darkness. 
The aspect of the goddess at a distance was forbidding, 
but on a nearer approach, it was mild and engaging. 
Her eyes were blue and piercing, and there was afasci- 
nation in her smile which charmed as if by enchantment. 
The air of intelligence which beamed in her look, made 
the beholder shrink into himself with the consciousness 
of inferiority ; yet the affability of her deportment, and 
the simplicity and gentleness of her manners, soon reas- 
sured him, while the bewitching softness which she 
could at times assume, won his permanent esteem. Oil 
kiquiry of a by^stander who it was that sat osx the throne, 
and what was the occasion of so uncommon an ass^ooibly, 
be informed me that it was the Goddess of Wisdom, wbo 
had at last succeeded in regaining the dominion of the 
earth, which Folly had so long usurped. That she sat 
liiere in her judicial capacity, in order to try the merUe 
ef many who were supposed to be the secret emissiuiea 
of Folly. In this way I understood Envy and JMb&levch 
lence had been sentenced to perpetual banishment, 
though several of their adherents yet remained among 
men, whose minds were too gross to be irradiated with 
Iftie light of wisdom. Oae trial I understood was just 
ended, and another supposed delinquent was about to 
be put to the bar. With much curiosity I hurried Ant- 
wimls to survey the figure which now approached. She 
was habited in black, and veiled to the waist. ^ Her 
|>ace was solemn BXid majestic, yet in every movemeat 
was a winning gracefulness. As she approached to this 
bar, I got a nearer view of her, when, what waa my 
astonishment to recognise in her the person of my favor- 
ite goddess, Mdancholy. Amazed that she, whom I had 
aiways looked upon as the sister and companion of Wis- 
dom, should be Inrougfat to trial as an emissary and an 
adherent of Folly^ I waited in mute impatmiee for the 
accusation jwhich could be framed against her. — (^ 



tooldBsr tonrtrds the centre ot tlie areai i vw wiA 
tfariMised to see a bustling little Cit of my aoquai&taMt^ 
.who, by hie hemming and clearing, I concluded ww 
tfoing to make the charge. As he was a 8elf-importa«|t 
little fellow, fall of oonsequenee and business, and toti^ 
ly incapable of all the finer emoticms of the soul, I oould 
not conceive what gronnd of complaint h$ ec^d hAV<e 
against Melancholy, who, I was persuaded, would never 
have deigned to take up her residence for a moment in 
his breast. When I recollected, however, that he hmk 
some sparks of ambition in his composition, and thai hfi 
was an envious, carping little mortal, who had formcnd 
the design of shouldering himself into notice by deeryu^ 
the defects of others, while he was insensible to his owtt, 
my amazement and my apprehensions vanished, as I 
perceived he only wanted to make a display of his owa 
tfiJent, in doing which I did not fear his making himMlf 
suiBciendy ridiculous. 

After a good deal of irrelevant circumlociition, he 
tioldly began the accusation of Afelanoholy. I shall neit 
dwell upon many absurd and many invidious parts of 
his speech, nor upon the many blunders in the misappii- 
eation of words, such ns^dtduce^ for ^detrad,'andetl^ 
ers of a similar nature, which my poOT friend committed 
in the course of his harangue, but shall only dwell upon 
the material parts of the charge. 

He rei^resented the prisoner as theofispring of Mkmm 
and Dis^nteiUj who was at all times a sulky, ndlen, tmi 
^iminenily useiesi* member of the community, sand neC 
nnfrequently a very dangerous one. He declared it tD 
be his opinion, that in case she we^e to be suffered to 
prevail, mankind would soon become *• too idk to g«,' and 
would all lie down and perish through inddence, or 
tiirough forgetting that sustenance was necessary ibr 
the preservation of existence ; and concluded with paint* 
ing the horrors which would attend such a depopulation 
of the earth, in such colors as made many weak minds 
regard the goddess with fear and abhorrence. 

Having concluded, the accused was ^called upon ftn* 
her defence. She immediately, with a graceful gesture^ 
lifted up the veil which concealed her face, and discov^ 
ered a cmmtenance so ^soft, so lovely, and so sweetly 
expressive, as to strike the beholders with iavoluntaiy 
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lAmlMtkm, and which, ti one gianee overtaraed all tkt 
MiMSf sc^hiatry of my poor friend the citizen ; and when 
^a silrer tones of her voice were heard, the murmwa^ 
WMi^ until than had continually arisen from the crowd 
ware himhed to a dead atill, and the whole multitude 
atood transfixed in breathless attesition. As near as I 
t&tk reo<dlect, these were the words in which she ad* 
dressed herself to the throne of wisdom. 

/ diiM mot deign ia gioe a direct armser to the vmoui ift» 
$hnutthnt uhichhmt bet% thrown out ugainst me by my aceu9er\ 
Let it st^ee that I dedare my true history, in opposi^ 
t»m to that which has been so artfully fabricated to my 
disadvantage. In that early age of the world, when 
amnkind followed the peaceiul avocations of a pastoral 
life only, and contentment and harmony reigned in every 
vale, I was not known among men ; but when, in pro? 
eess of time, Ambition and Vice, with their attendant 
evils, were sent down as a scourge to the human racet 
I made my appearance. I am the ofispriog of Misfor* 
tme and Virtue, and was sent by Heaven to teach my 
parents how to support their afflictions with magnanimi^ 
%f. As I grew up, I became the intimate friend of the 
wisest among men* I was the bosom friend of Plato^ 
and other illustrious sages of antiquity, and was then 
Q^tGBL known by the name of Philosophy, though, in 
present times, when that title is usurped by mere mak* 
«r8 of experiments, and inventors of blaeking-cakea, I 
mm only known by the appellation of Melancholy. So 
"fiyp from being of a discontented disposition, my very 
<esaeiiee is pious and resigned contentment. I teach my 
'votarias to suppoH; every vicissitude of fortune with 
^eaknness and foortitude. It is mine to subdue the stormy 
propensities of pasaioD aod viee, to foster and encourage 
the princiides of benevolence and philanthropy, and to 
^eherkh and bring to perfection the seeds of virtue apd 
wisdom. Though feared and hated by those who, like 
i^Y accuser, are ignorant of my nature, I am courted 
and cherished by all the truly wise, the good, and the 
great ; the poet woos me as the goddess w inspiration ; 
tiie true phUQS<H>her acknowledges himself indebted to 
sie for his most expansive views of humiui nature ; the 
l^d man owes to* me that hatred of the wrong and love 
of the right, and that disdain for the consequences which 
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may result from the performance of his duties, wliich 
keeps him good ; and the reli^ous flies to me for the 
only clear and unencumbered view of the attributes and 
perfections of the Deity. So far from being idle, my 
mind is ever on the wing in the regions of fancy, or that 
true philosophy which opens the book of human nature, 
and raises the soul above the evils incident to life. If I 
am useless, in the same degree were Plato and Socrates, 
Locke and Paley, useless ; it is true that my immediate 
influence is confined, but its eflects are disseminated by 
means of literature over every age and nation, and man- 
kind, in every generation, and in every clime, may look 
to me as their remote illuminator, the original spring of 
the principal intellectual benefits they possess. But as 
there is no good without its attendant evil, so I have an 
elder sister, called Phrensy, for whom I have often he&x 
mistaken, who sometimes follows close on my steps, and 
to her I owe much of the' obloquy which is attached to 
my name ; though the puerile accusation which has just 
been brought against me turns on points which apply 
more exclusively to myself. 

She ceased, and a dead pause ensued. The multitude 
seemed struck with the fascination of her utte;rance and 
gesture, and the sounds of her voice still seemed to vi- 
brate on every ear. The attention of the assembly, 
however, was soon recalled to the accuser, and their in* 
dignation at his baseness rose to such a height as to 
threaten general tumult, when the Goddess of Wisdom 
arose, and, waving her hand for silence, beckoned the 
prisoner to her, placed her on her right hand, and, with 
a sweet smile, acknowledged her for her old companion 
and friend. She then turned to the accuser, with a 
frown of severity so terrible, that I involuntarily started 
with terror from my poor misguided friend, and with 
the violence of the start I awoke, and, instead of the 
throne of the Goddess of Wisdom, and the vast assem- 
bly of people, beheld the first rays of the morning peep- 
ing over the eastern cloud ; and, instead of the loud mur- 
murs of the incensed multitude, heard nothing but the 
soft gurgling of the river at my feet, and the rustling 
wing of the skylark, who was now beginning his finrt 
matin-song. W. 
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The world has often heard of fortune-hunters, legacy^ 
hunters, popularity-hunters, and hunters of various de- 
scriptions — one diversity, however, of this very exten- 
sive species has hitherto eluded public animadversion ; 
I allude to the class of friend-hunters — ^men who make 
it the business of their lives to acquire friends, in the 
hope, through their influence, to arrive at some desira- 
ble point of ambitious eminence. Of all the mortifica- 
tions and anxieties to which mankind voluntarily subject 
themselves, from the expectation of future benefit, there 
are, perhaps, none more galling, none more insupportable, 
than those attendant on friend-making. — Show a man 
that you court his society, and it is a signal for him to 
treat you with neglect and contumely. Humor his pas- 
sions, and he despises you as a sycophant. Pay implicit 
deference to his opinions, and he laughs at you for your 
folly. In all, he views you with contempt, as the crea- 
ture of his will, and the slave of his caprice. I remem- 
ber I once solicited the acquaintance and coveted the 
friendship of one man, and, thank God, I can yet say 
(and I hope on my death-bed I shall be able to say the 
same) of only one man. 

Germanicus was a character of considerable eminence 
ill the literary world. He had the reputation not only 
of an enlightened understanding and refined taste, but 
of openness of heart and goodness of disposition. His 
name always carried with it that weight and authority 
which are due to learning and genius in every situation. 
His manners were polished, and his conversation elegant. 
In shorty he possessed every qualification which could 
render him an enviable addition to the circle of every 
man's friends. With such a character, as I was then 
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very young, I could not fail to feel an ambition of becom- 
ing acquainted, when the opportunity offered, and in a 
short time we were upon terms of fomiliaritj. To ripea 
this familiarity into friendship, as far as the most awkward 
diffidence would permit, was ray strenuous endeavour 
If his opinions contradicted mine, I immediately, with<- 
out reasoning on the subject, conceded the point to him 
as a matter of course that he must be right, and by <MUir 
sequence that I must be wrong. Did he utter a witti^ 
cism, I was sure to laugh ; and if he looked grave, though 
nobody could tell why, it was mine to groan. By th»B 
conforming myself to his humor, I flattered myself I wa9 
making some progress in Ijis good graces, but I was soon 
undeceived. A man seldom cares much for that which 
costs him no pains to procure. Whether Germaiucus 
fpund me a troublesome visiter, or whether he was really 
displeased with something I had unwittingly said iJlt 
done, certain it is, that when I met him one day, in 
company with persons of apparent figure, he had lost all 
recollection of my features. I called upon him, but 
Gennanicus was not at home. Again and again I gave 
a hesitating knock at the great man's door — all was to 
no purpose. He was still not at home. The sly mean* 
ing, however, which was couched in the sneer of the 
servant the last time that, half ashamed of my errand, I 
made my inquiries at his house, convinced me of what I 
ought to have known before, that Grermanicus was at 
home to all the world save me. I believe, with all my 
seeming humility, I am a confounded proud fellow at 
bottom ; my rage at this discovery, therefore, may be 
better conceived than 'described. Ten thousand curses 
did I imprecate on the foolish vanity which led me to 
solicit the friendship of my superior, and again and 
again did I vow down eternal vengeance on my head, i£ 
I evermore condescended thus to court the acquaintance 
of man. To this resolution I believe I shall ever adhere* 
If I am destined to make any progress in the world, it 
will be by my own individual exertions. As I elbow my 
way through the crowded vale of life, I will never, in any 
emergency, call on my selfish neighbour for assistance. 
If my strength give way beneath the pressure of calami- 
ty, I sUall ^nk without hu whine of hypocritical condor 
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lenoe ; and if I do sink, let kim kick me into a diteb, 
«nd go about his business. I asked not his assintance 
while living, it will be of no service to me when dead. 

Believe me, reader, whoever thou mayst be, there 
are few among mortals whose friendship, when acquired) 
will repay thee for the meanness of solicitation. If a 
man voluntarily holds out his hand to thee, take it with 
oaution. If thou find him honest, b^ not backward to 
receive his proffered assistance, and be anxious, when 
ocoasion shall require, to yield to him thine own» A 
real friend is the most valuable blessing a man caA 
possess, and, mark me, it is by far the most rare. It is 
a Uaok swan. But, whatever thou mayst do, soMeU not 
friendship. If thou art young, and would make thy way 
in the wm'ld, bind thyself a seven years' apprentice to a 
city tallow-chandler, and thou mayst in time come to 
be lord mayor. Many people have made their fortunes 
at a tailor's board. PeriwigHnakers have been known 
to buy their country-seate, and bellows-menders have 
started their curricles ; but seldom, very seldom, has ih% 
man who placed his dependenee on the friendship of his 
fellow-men arrived at even the shadow of the honon 
to which, through that medium, he aspired. Nay, even 
if thou ebottldst find a f>iend ready to lend thee a help^ 
ing hand, the moment, by his assistance, thou hast ^dbiH 
ed some little eminence, he will be the first to hurl th«6 
down to thy primitive, and now, perhaps, irremediable 
obscurity. 

Yet I see no more reason for complaint on the ground 
of the fallacy of human friendship, than I do for any 
other ordinance of nature, which may appear to run 
counter to our happiness. Man is naturally a selfislt, 
creature, and it is only by the aid of philosophy that he 
can so far conquer the defects of his being, as to be 
capable of disinterested friendship. fVho^ then, caiji 
expect to find that benign disposition, which manifests 
itself in acts of disinterested benevolence and spontane* 
eus afiection, a common visiter ? Who can preach phi- 
losophy to the mob ? 

The recluse, who does not easily assimilate with the 
herd of mankind, and whose manners with difficulty/ 
bend to the peculiarites of others, i^ not likely to have 
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many real friends. His enjoymente, therefore, must be 
solitary, lone, and melancholy. His only friend is him- 
self. As he sits immersed in revery by his midnight 
fire,''and hears without the wild gusts of wind fitfiSly 
careering over the plain, he listens sadly attentive ; and 
as the varied intonations of the howling blast articulate 
to his enthusiastic ear, he converses with the spirits of 
the departed, whVe, between each dreary pause of the 
Btorm, he holds solitary communion with himself. Such 
is the social intercourse of the recluse ; yet he frequent^ 
ly feels the soft consolations of friendship. A heart 
formed for the gentler emotions of the soul, often feels 
as strong an interest for ^^hat are called 6rutet, as most 
bipeds aiSect to feel for each other. Montaigne had 
his cat ; I have read of a man whose only friend was a 
large i^der ; and Trenck, in his dungeon, would sooner 
kave lost his right hand than the poor little mouse, 
whicdi, grown confident with indulgence, used to beguile 
the tedious hours of imprisonment with its gambols. 
For my own part, I believe my dog, who, at this mo- 
ment, seated on his hinder legs, is wistfully surveying 
me, as if he was conscious of all ^at is passing in my 
mind : — ^my dog, I say, is as sincere^ and, whatever the 
world may say, nearly as dear a friend, as any I possess ; 
and, when I shall receive that summons which may aot 
now be far distant, he will whine a funeral requiem over 
my grave, more piteoudy than all the hired mourners in 
Christendom. Well, well, poor Bob has had a kind 
toaMer of n>e, and, for my own part, I verily believe 
there are few things on this earth I shall leave with 
more regret than this faithful companion of the happy 
hours of my infancy^ 
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Un Sonnet aans dtfatU vaut seul un long poeme, 
Maia on vain mitU Mxteurs y ponoent artvver ; 

Ji pem$ •...» 

„„peut-on admiror tUux ou troio orUre mile. 



TafiitE is no species of poetry which is better adapt* 
6d to the taste of a melancholy man than the sonnet. 
While its brevity precludes the possibility of its becom^ 
ing tiresome, and its full and expected close accords well 
with his dejected, and perhaps somewhat languid tone 
of mind:, its elegiac delicacy and querimonious plaintive* 
ness come in pleasing consonance with his feelings. 

This elegant little poem has met with a peculiar fate 
in this country : half a century ago it was regarded as 
utterly repugnant to the nature of our language, while 
at present it is the popular Tehicle of the most admired 
sentiments of our best living poets. This remarkable 
mutation in the opinions of our countrymen, may, how* 
ever, be accounted for on plaiii and common principles. 
The earlier English sonneteers confined themselves in 
general too strictly to the Italian model, as well in the 
disposition of the rhymes, as in the cast of the ideas. 
A sonnet with them was only another word for some 
met^hysical conceit or clumsy antithesis, contained in 
fourteen harsh lines, full of obscure inversions and ill- 
managed expletives. They bound themselves down to 
a pattern which was in itself faulty, and they met with 
the common fate of servile imitators, in retaining all the 
defects of their original, while they sufiered the beauties 
to escape in the process. Their sonnets are like copies 
of a bad picture, however accurately copied, they are 
still bad. Our contemporaries, on the contrary, have 
given scope to their genius in the sonnet without re- 
straint, sometimes even growing licentious in their liber- 
ty, setting at defiance those rules which form its distin- 
guishing peculiarity, and, under the name of sonnet, 
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soaring or falling into ode 0t elegy. Their oompoaitioM, 
of course^ are impressed with all those excellences which 
would have marked their req^eotive productions in anjr 
similar walk of poetry. 

It has never been disputed that the sonnet first arriv- 
ed at celebrity in the Italian : a language which, as it 
aJbounds in a musical similarity of terminations, is more 
eminently qualified to give ease and eloquence to the 
legitimate sonnet, restricted as it is to stated and fre- 
quently-recurring rhymes of the same class. As to the 
inventors of this little structure of verse, they are involv- 
ed in impenetrable obscurity. Some authors have as- 
cribed it singly to Guitone D' Arezzo, an Italian poet of 
the thirteenth century, but they have no sort of authori- 
ty to adduce in support of their assertions. Arguing 
upon probabilities, with some slight coincidental corro- 
borations, I should be inclined to maintain that its ori- 
gin may be referred to an earlier period ; that it may be 
looked for among the Provencals, who left scarcely any 
combination of metrical sounds unattempted ; and who, 
delighting as they did in sound and jingle, might very^ 
possibly strike out this harmonious stanza of fourteen 
lines. Be this as it may, Dante and Petrarch were the 
first poets who rendered it popular, and to Dante and 
Petrarch therefore we must resort for its required rules. . 

In an ingenious paper of Dr. Drake's ' Literary Hours,' 
a book which I have read again and again with undi- 
minished pleasure, the merits of the various English 
writers in this delicate mode of composition are appreci- 
ated with mudi justice and discrimination. His venera- 
tion for Milton, however, has, if I may venture to oppose 
my judgment to his, carried him too far in praise of his 
sonnets. Those to the Nightingale and to Mr. Lawrence 
are, I think, alone entitled to the praise of mediocrity^ 
and, if my memory fail me not, my opinion is sanctioned 
by the testimony of our late illustrious biographer of 
the poets. 

The sonnets of Drummond are characterized as ex- 
quisite. It is somewhat strange, if this description be 
just, that they should so long have sunk into utter obliv- 
ion, to be revived only by a species of black-letter maniay 
which prevailed during tiie latter half of the eighteenth 
century, and of which some vestiges yet remain ; the 
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tti&te especially as Dr. JbhnBon, to i^otn they could 
scarcely be unknown, tells us, that ^ The fabric of the 
sonnet has never succeeded in our language.' For my 
own part I can say nothing of them. I have long sought 
a copy of Drummond's works, and I have sought it in 
vain ; but from specimens which I have casually met 
with, in quotations, I am forcibly inclined to favor the 
idea, that, as they possess natural and pathetic senti-^ 
ments, clothed in tolerably harmonious language, they 
are entitled to the praise which has been so liberally be- 
stowed on them. 

Sir- Philip Sidney's Astrophel and Stella consists of a 
number of sonnets, which have been unaccountably 
passed over by Dr. Drake, and all our other critics who 
have written on this subject. Many of them are emi- 
nently beautiful. The works of this neglected poet may 
occupy a future number of my lucubrations. 

Excepting these two poets, I believe there is scarcely 
a writer who has arrived at any degree of excellence in 
the sonnet, until of late years, when our vernacular 
bards have raised it to a degree of eminence and digni- 
ty among the various kinds of poetical composition, 
which seems almost incompatible with its very circum- 
scribed limits. 

Passing over the classical compositions of Warton, 
which are formed more on the model of the Greek epi- 
gram, or epitaph, than the Italian sonnet, Mr. Bowles 
and Charlotte Smith are the first modern writers who 
have met with distinguished success in the sonnet. 
Those of the former, in particular, are standards of 
excellence in this department. To much natural and 
accurate description, they unite a strain of the most 
exquisitely tender and delicate sentiment ; and, with a 
nervous strength of diction, and a wild freedom of versi- 
fication, they combine an euphonious melody, and con- 
sonant cadence, unequalled in the English language. 
While they possess, however, the superior merit of an 
original style, they are not unfrequently deformed by 
instances of that ambitious singularity which is but too 
frequently its concomitant. Of these the introduction 
of rhymes long since obsolete, is not the least striking. 
Though, in some cases, these revivals of antiquat^ 
phrase have a pleasing effect, yet they are oftentimes 
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unooutb and repolaive. Mr. Bowles has almost alwajrs 
thrown aside the common rules of the sonnet : liis pieces 
have no more claim to that specific denomination, than 
that they are confined to fourteen lines. How far this 
deviation from established principle isjustifiable, may 
be disputed : for if, on the one hand, it be alleged that 
the confinement to the stated repetition of rhymes, so 
distant and frequent, is a restraint which is not compen- 
sated by an adequate effect on the other, it must be 
conceded, that these little poems are no longer sonnets 
than while they conform to the rules of the sonnet, and 
that the moment they forsake them, they ought to re- 
sign the appellation. 

The name bears evident aflinity to the Italian sonaircy 
*to resound^ — ^sing around y^ which originated in the Lat- 
in sonansy — soundingy jinglingy ringing : or, indeed, it may 
come immediately from the French sonnery to sound, or 
ring, in which language, it is observable, we first meet 
with the word sonnettCy where it signifies a liule belly and 
sonnettiery a maker of little bells; and this derivation 
affords a presumption, almost amounting to certainty,, 
that the conjecture before advanced, that the sonnet 
originated with the Proven9als, is well founded. It is 
somewhat strange that these contending derivations 
have not been before observed, as they tend to settle a 
question, which, however intrinsically unimportant, is 
curious and has been much agitated. 

But, wherever the name originated, it evidently bears' 
relation only to the peculiarity of a set of chiming and 
jingling terminations, and of course can no longer be 
applied with propriety where that peculiarity is not 
preserved. 

The single stanza of fourteen lines, properly varied in 
their correspondent closes, is, notwithstanding, so well 
adapted for the expression of any pathetic sentiment, 
and is so pleasing and satisfactory to the ear when once 
accustomed to it, that our poetry would suffer a material 
loss were it to be disused through a rigid adherence to 
mere propriety of name. At the same time, our lan- 
guage does not supply a sufficiency of similar terminations 
to render the strict observance of its rules at all easy, or 
compatible with ease or elegance. The only question, 
therefore, is, whether the musical effect produced by the 
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adherence to this difficult structure of verse overbalance 
the restraint it imposes on the poet, and in case we 
decide in the negative, whether we ought to preserve 
the denomination of sonnet, when we utterly renounce 
the very peculiarities which procured it that cognomen , 

In the present enlightened age, I think it will not 
be disputed that mere jingle and sound ought invariably 
to be sacrificed to sentiment and expression. Musical 
effect is a very subordinate consideration ; it is the gild- 
ing to the cornices of a Vitruvian edifice ; the coloring 
to a shaded design of Michael Angelo. In its place, it 
adds to the effect.of the whole ; but, when rendered a 
principal object of attention, it is ridiculous and disgust- 
ing. Rhyme is no necessary adjunct of true poetry. 
Southey's Thalaba is a fine poem, with no rhyme, and 
very little measure or metre ; and the production which 
is reduced to mere prose, by being deprived of its jingle, 
could never possess, in any state, the marks of inspiration. 

So far, therefore, I am of opinion that it is advisable 
to renounce the Italian fabric altogether. We have al- 
ready sufficient restrictions laid upon us by the metrical 
laws of our native tongue, and I do not see any reason, 
out of a blind regard for precedent, to tie ourselves to a 
difficult structure of verse, which probably originated 
. with the Troubadours, or wandering bards of Prance and 
Normandy, or with a yet ruder race, one which is not 
productive of any rational effect, and which only pleases 
the ear by frequent repetition, as men who have once 
had the greatest aversion to strong wines and spirituous 
' liquors, are, by hafiit, at last brought to regard them as 
delicacies. / 

In advancing this opinion, I am aware that I am oppo- 
sing myself to the declared sentiments of many individuals 
whom I greatly respect and admire. Miss Seward (and 
Miss Seward is in herself a host) has, both theoretically 
and practically, defended the Italian structure. Mr. 
Capel Lofft has likewise favored the world with many 
sonnets, in which he shows his approval of the legitimate 
model by his adherence to its rules, and many of the 
beautiful poems of Mrs. Lofft, published in the Monthly 
Mirror, are likewise successfully formed by those rules. 
Much, however, as I admire these writers, and ample as 
is the credence I give to their critical discrimination, I 



tot COMrLHTfi WDKKS 

cannot, on mature reflection, subscribe t6 their position 
of the expediency of adopting this structure in our 
poetry, and I attribute their success in it more to thrir 
individual powers, which would have surmounted maoh 
greater difficulties, than to the adaptability of this for- 
eign fabric to our stubborn and intractable language. 
If the question, however, turn only on the propriety 
of giving to a poem a name which must be acknow^- 
ledged to be entirely inappropriate, and to which it oa& 
have no sort of claim, I must confess that it is manifest- 
ly indefensible ; and we must then either pitch upon 
another appellation for our quatorzain, or banish it fbom 
our language ; a measure which every lover of true 
poetry must sincerely lament. 
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Full many a flow'r is bom to bltuh nnseen, 
And waate ita awoetiieaa on the desert air. 



Poetry is a blossom of very delicate growth ; it re- 
quires the maturing influence of vernal suns, and every 
encouragement of culture and attention, to bring it to its 
natural perfection. The pursuits of the mathematician, 
or the mechanical ffenius, are such as require rather 
strength and insensibility of mind, than that exquisite 
and finely-wrought susceptibility, which invariably marks 
the temperament of the true poet; and it is for this 
reason, that, while men of science have not unfrequentiy 
arisen from the abodes of poverty and labor, very few 
legitimate children of the Muse have ever emerged from 
the shades of hereditary obscurity. 

It is painful to reflect how many a bard now lies 
nameless and forgotten, in the narrow house, who, had 
he been born to competence and leisure, might have 
usurped the laurels from the most distinguished person- 
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ftffes in the temple of Fame. The rery ocm^ioosneiki 
of merit itself often acts in direct opposition to a stima* 
Ins to exertion, by exciting that mournful indignatioii 
at supposititious neglect, whi(^ urges a sullen conceal* 
ment of talent, and drives its possessor to that miten* 
thropic discontent which preys oQ^the vitals, and soon 
produces untimely mortality. A sentiment like this has, 
no doubt, often actuated beings, who attracted notice, 
perhaps, while they lived, only by their singularity, and 
who were forgotten almost ere their parent earth had 
etesed over their heads, — ^beings who lived but to mourn 
and to languish for what they were never destined to 
enjoy, and whose exalted endowments were buried with 
them in their graves, by the want of a little of that su- 
perfluity which serves to pamper the debased appetites 
of the enervated sons of luxury and sloth. 

The present age, however, has furnished us with two 
illustrious instances of poverty bursting through the 
cloud of surrounding impediments into the full blaze of 
notoriety and eminenee. I allude to the two BloomfieldS) 
bards who may challenge a comparison with the most 
distinguished favorites of the Muse, and who both passed 
the day-spring of life, in labor, indigence, and obscurity. 

The author of the Farmer's Boy hath already received 
the applause he justly deserved. It yet remains for the 
Essay on War to enjoy all the distinction it so richly 
merits, as well from its sterling worth, as from the cir- 
cumstance of its author. Whether the pwresent age will 
be inclined to do it full justice, may indeed be feared* 
Had Mr. Nathaniel Bloomfield made his appearance in 
the horizon of letters prior to his brother, he would un- 
doubtedly have been considered as a meteor of uncom- 
mon attraction ; the critics, would have admired, because 
it would have been the fashion to admire. But it is to 
be apprehended that our countrymen become inured to 
phenomena ; — ^it is to be apprehended t;hat the frivolity 
of the age cannot endure a repetition of the uncommon 
— ^that it will no longer be the rage to patronise indigent 
merit : that the beau monde will therefore neglect, and 
that, by a necessary consequence, the critics will sneer !! 

Nevertheless, sooner or later, merit will meet with 
its reward ; and though the popularity of Mr. Bloomfield 
may be delayed^ he mwtj at one time or other, receive 
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tiie meed due to its deserts. Poeteiity will judge impar- 
tially ; and if bold and vivid images, aud qriginal con- 
ceptions, luminously displayed, and judiciously apposed, 
have any claim to the regard of mankind, the name of 
Nathaniel Bloomfield will not be without its high and 
appropriate honors. . 

Rosseau very truly observes, that with whatever 
talent a man may be born, the art of writing is not easily 
obtained. If this be applicable to men enjoying every 
advantage of scholastic initiation, how much more forci- 
bly must it apply to the offspring of a poor village tailor^ 
untaught, and destitute both of the means and the time 
necessary for the cultivation of the mind ! If the art of 
writing be of difficult attainment to those who make it 
the study of their lives, what must it be to him, who, 
perhaps, for the first forty years of his life, never enter- 
tained a thought that anything he could write would be 
deemed worthy the attention of the public ! — ^whose only 
time for rumination was such as a sedentary and sickly 
employment would allow ; on the tailor's board, sur- 
rounded with men, perhaps, of depraved and rude habits, 
and impure conversation ! 

And yet, that Mr. N. Bloomfield's poems display acute- 
ness of remark, and delicacy of sentiment, combined 
with much strength, and considerable selection of diction, 
few will deny. , The P®an to Gunpowder would alone 
prove both his power of language, and the fertility of 
his imagination ; and the following extract presents him 
to us in the still higher character of a bold and vivid 
pamUr. Describing the field after a battle, he says, 

Now here and there, about the horrid field, 
Striding across the dying and the dead. 
Stalks up a man, by strength superior. 
Or skill and prowess in tlie arduous fight. 
Preserved alive : — fainting he looks around; 
Fearing pursuit— not caring to pursue. 
The supplicating voice of bitterest moans. 
Contortions of excruciating pain. 
The shriek of torture, and the ffroan of death. 
Surround him ;-— and as Night ner mantle spreads. 
To veil the horrors of the mourning field. 
With cautious step shaping his devioos way. 
He seeks a covert where to hide and rest : 
At every leaf that rustles in the breeze 
Starting, he grasps his sword ; and every nerve 
Is ready straiuM, for combat or for flight. 

P. 12. Etsayon JVar. 
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K Mr. Bloomfield had written nothing beaidea the 
Elegy on the Enclosure of Honington Green, he would 
have had a right to be considered as a poet of no mean 
excellence. The heart which can read passages like 
the following without a sympathetic emotion, must be 
dead to every feeling of sensibility. 

STANZA VI. 

Theproud city's gay wealthy train, 

Woo nooglit but refinenhent adore, 
M«v wondor to hear me complain 

That Honington Green is no more ; 
Bat if to the churdi you e'er went. 

If you knew what the village has been. 
You will sympathize while I lament 

Tlie enclosure of Honington Green. 

VII. 

, That no more upon HoningtMi Green '' 

Dwells the matron whom most I revere. 
If by pert Observation unseen, 

I e'en now could indn^ a fond tear. 
Ere her bright mom of Lfe was o'ercast. 

When my senses first woke to the scene. 
Some shmt ha|^ hoars die.had past 

On the margin of Honington Green. 

VIII. 

Her parents with plenty were blest, 
1 And num'rous her ehiMren, and yomg. 
Youth *8 blossoms her cheek yet possest. 

And melody woke when she simg : 
A widow 80 youthfol to leave, 

( Early clos'd the blest days he had aeen,) 
My father was laid in his grave. 

In the ohordi-yacd on Honington Gieen. 

« « • • « ^ I 

XXI. i 

Dear to me wbb the wild thorny hill. 

And dear the brown heath's sober seene ; 
And youth shall find happiness still, 

TlKMigh he rove not on common or green. 

• • • • • 

XXII. 

So happily fiexile man's make. 

So pliantly docile his mind. 
Surrounding impressions we take, 

And bliss in each drcumstanoe find. 
The youths of a more polish'd age 

Shall not wish these rude commons to see ; 
To the bird that's inur'd to the cage. 

It would not be bliss to be firee. 

Th^e is a sweet and tender melancholy pervades the 
S3 
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elegiac ballad efforts of Mr. Bloomfield, which has the 
tnost indescribable effects on the heart. Were the ver^ 
sification a little more polished, in some instances, they 
would be read with unmixed delight. It is to be hoped 
that he will cultivate this engaging species of composi- 
tion, and, (if I may venture to throw out the hint;^) if 
judgment may be formed from the poems he has pub- 
lished, he would excel in sacred poetry. Most heartily 
do I recommend the lyre of David to this engaging bard. 
Divine topics have seldom^been touched upon with suc- 
cess by our modern Muses : they afford a field in which 
he would have few competitors, and it is a field worthy 
of his abilities. W. 



MELANCHOLY HOURS. 

(WO. VII.*) 

If the situation of man, in the present life, be consid- 
ered in all its relations and dependences, a striking in* 
consistency will be apparent tp a very cursory observer. 
We have sure warrant for believing that our abode here 
is to form a comparatively insignificant part of our exis- 
tence, and that on our conduct in this life will depend 
the happiness of the life to come ; yet our actions daily 
give the lie to this proposition, inasmuch as we common- 
ly act like men who have no thought but for the present 
scene, and to whom the grave is the boundary of antici^ 
pation. But this is not the only paradox which humani- 
ty furnishes to the eye of a thinking man. It is very 
generally the case, that we spend our whole lives in the 
pursuit of objects, which common experience informs us 
are not capable of conferring that pleasure and satisfac- 
tion which we expect from their enjoyment. Our views 
are uniformly directed to one point : — happiness in what- 
ever garb it be clad, and under whatever figure shadow- 

* My predecessor, the Spectator, considering that the seventh ptirt of our time is 
set apart for religions purposes, devoted every seventh lucubration to matters con- 
nected with Christianity, and the severer part of morals : I trust none of nj read- 
ers will regret that, in this instance, I follow so good an example. a 
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ed, is the great aim of the busy multitudes, -whom we 
behold toiling through the vale of life, in such an infin- 
ite diversity of occupation, and disparity of views. But 
the misfortune is, that we seek for Happiness where she 
is not to be found, and the cause of wonder, that the 
experience of ages should liot have guarded us against 
80 fatal and so universal an error. 

It would be an amusing speculation to consider the 
various points after which our fellow mortals are inces- 
santly straining, and in the possession of which they 
have placed that imaginary chief good which we are all 
doomed to covet, but which, perhaps, none of us, in this 
sublunary state, can attain. At present, however, we 
are led to considerations of a more important nature. 
We turn from the inconsistencies observable in the 
prosecution of our subordinate pursuits, from the partial 
follies of individuals, to the general delusion which seems 
to envelope the whole human race : — ^the delusion under 
whose influence they lose sight of the chief end of their 
being, and cut down the sphere of their hopes and en- 
joyments to a few rolling years, .and that, too, in a scene 
where they know there is neither perfect fruition nor 
permanent delight. 

The faculty of contemplating mankind in the abstract, 
apart from those prepossessions which, both by nature 
and the power of habitual associations, would intervene 
to cloud our view, is only to be obtained by a life of vir- 
tue and constant meditation, by temperance, and purity 
of thought. Whenever it is attained, it must greatly 
tend to correct our motives — to simplify our desires — 
and to excite a spirit of contentment and pious resigna- 
tion. We then, at length, are enabled to contemplate 
our being, in all its bearings, and in its full extent, and 
the result is, that superiority to common views, and in- 
difference to the things of this life, which should be the 
fruit of all true philosophy, and which, therefore, are the 
more peculiar fruits of that system of philosophy which 
is called the Christian. 

To a mind thus sublimed, the great mass of mankind 
will appear like men led astray by the workings of wild 
and distempered imaginations — visionaries who are wan- 
dering after the phantoms of their own teeming brains, 
and their anxious solicitude for mere matters of worldly 
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•ooomaodatioii and ease will aeem more like the eCeeto 
of iasanity than of prudent foresight, as they are esteeoi* 
ed. To the awful importance of futurity he will observe 
them utterly insensible ; and he will see with astonish- 
ment the few allotted years of human life wasted in pns>- 
vlding abundance they will never enjoy, while the eter- 
nity they are placed here to prepare for, searcc^ em* 
ploys a moment's consideration. And yet the mass of 
these poor wanderers in the ways of error, have the 
light of truth shining on their very foreheads. They 
have the revelation of Almighty God himself, to deetafe 
to them the folly of worldly cares, and the necessity for 
providing for a future state of existence. They know 
by the experience of every preceding generation, that a 
very small portion of joy is allowed to the poor sojourn- 
ers in this vale of tears, and that, too, imbittered with 
much pain and fear, and yet every one is willing to flat- 
ter himself that he shall fare better than his predecessor 
in the same path, and that happiness wUl smile on him 
which hath frowned on all his progenitors. 

Still it would be wrong to deny the human raoe all 
claim to temporal felicity. There may be comparatiTe, 
although very little positive happiness; — ^wlMever is 
more exempt from the cares of the world and the ca- 
lamities incident to humanity — whoever enjoys more 
contentment of mind, and is more resigned to the dispen- 
sations of Divine Providence — ^in a word, whoever pos- 
sesses more of the true spirit of Christianity than his 
neighbours, is comparatively happy. But the number of 
these, it is to be feared, is very small. Were all men 
equally enlightened by the illuminations of truth, as 
emanating from the spirit of Jehovah himself, they would 
all concur in the pursuit of virtuous ends by virtuous 
means — as there would be no vice, there would be very 
little infelicity. Every pain would be met with forti- 
tude, every affliction with resignation. We should then 
all look back to the past with complacency, and to the 
future with hope. Even this unstable state of being 
would have many exquisite enjoyments — ^the principal 
of which would be the anticipation of that approaehing 
state of beatitude to which we might then look with con- 
fidence, through the medium of that atonement of which 
we should be partakers, and our acceptance, by virtue 



of which, y^6xAA bfe seated by that ^rity of mind of 
whieh human nature is, of itself ineapable. Bat it is 
from the mistakes and miseatculations of Mankind, ' to 
which their fallen natures are continually prone, that 
arises that flood of misery which overwhelms the whole 
race, and resounds wherever the footsteps of man have 
penetrated. It is the lamentable error of placing hap- 
piness in vicious Indulgences, or thinkkig to pursue it by 
vicious means. It is the blind foHy of sacrificing the 
welfare of the future to the opportunity of immediate 
guilty gratification, which destroys the harmony of so- 
ciety, and poisons the peace, not only of the immediate 
procreators of the errors — ^not only of the identical actors 
of the vices themselves, but of all those of their fellows 
who fail within the reach of their influence or example, 
or who are in any-wise connected with them by the ties 
of Uood. 

I would therefore exhort you earnestly — ^you who are 
yet unskiUed in the ways of the world — ^to beware on 
what object you concentre your hopes. Pleasures may 
allure-^-pride or ambition may stimulate, but their fruits 
are hollow and deceitful, and they afibrd no. sure, no solid 
satififactioii. You are placed on the earth in a state of 
probation — ^your continuance here will be, at the longest, 
a very short period, and when you are called from hence 
you plunge into an eternity, the completion of which 
will be^in correspondence to your past life, unutterably 
happy or inconceivably miserable. Your fate will proba- 
bly depend on your early pursuits — ^it will be these 
which will give the turn to your character and to your 
pleasures. I beseech you, therefore, with a meek and 
lowly spirit, to .read the pages of that Book, which the 
wisest and best of men have acknowledged to be the 
word of God. You will there find a rule of moral con- 
duct, such as the world never had any idea of before its 
divulgation. If you covet earthly happiness, it is only 
to be found in the path you will find there laid dowft, 
and I can confidently promise you, in a life of simplidty 
and purity, a life passed in accordance with the divine 
word, such substantial bliss, such unruffled peace, as is 
nowhere else to be found. All other schemes of earthly 
pleasure are fleeting and unsatisfactory. They all entail 
upon them repentance and bitterness of thought. This 
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aloile endoreth forerer— tbas alo&e embntees equally the 
prefient and the future — ^this alone can arm a man against 
every calamity— -can alone shed the balm of peace over 
that scene of life when pleasures have lost their zest, 
and the mind can no longer look forward to the dark and 
mysterious future. Above all, beware of the igntufatwu$ 
of fsdse philosophy: that must be a very defective system 
of ethics which will not bear a man through the most 
trying stage of his existence, and I know oif none that 
wUl do it but the Christian. W. 
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Much has been said of late on the subject o{%nscriptw€ 
yrriting^ and that, in my c^inion, to very little purpose. 
Dr. Drake, when treating on this topic, is, for once, in* 
conclusive ; but his essay does credit to his discernment, 
however little it may honor him as a promulgator of the 
laws of criticism : the exquisite specimens it contains 
prove that the doctor has a feeling of propriety and 
genial excellence, although he may be unhappy in 
defining them. Boileau says, briefly, *• Le$ inscripHom 
i^ioeini etn rimpleg, courte8^ et jamiliares,^ We have, how- 
ever, many examples of this kind of writing in our 
language, which although they possess none of these 
qualities, are esteemed excellent. Akenside's classic 
imitations are not at all sitnpUj nothing shorty and the 
very reverse offamliar^ yet who can deny that they are 
beautiful, and in some instances appropriate ? South- 
ey's inscriptions are noble pieces ; — for the opposite 
qualities of tenderness and dignity, sweetness of im- 



Bgerf and terseneas !i»f 4moral> muriyalled ; they are^ per- 
haps wanting, in profMriety^ a^d (which is the criterion) 
produce a much better effect in a book, than they would 
on. a column or a cenotaph. There is a certain chaste 
and majestic gravity expected frcmi the voice of tombs 
and monuments, which probably would displease in 
epitaphs never inteaided to be engrav ed| and inscriptions 
for obelisks which never existed. 

When a maxk visits the tomb of an illustrious charac- 
ter, a spot remarkable for some memorable deed, or a 
scene connected by its natural sublimity with the higher 
feelings of the breast, he is in a mood only for the ner- 
vous, the concise, and the impressive ; and he will turn 
with disgust alike from the puerile conceits of the epi* 
grammatist and the tedious prolixity of the herald. It 
is a nice thing to address the mind in the workings of 
generous enthusiasm. As words are not capable of 
exciting such an effervescence of the sublimer affections, 
so they can do little towards increasing it. Their office 
is rather to point these feelings to a beneficial purpose, 
and by some noble sentiment, or exalted moral, to im- 
part to the mind that pleasure which results from warm 
emotions when connected with the virtuous and the 
generous. 

In the composition of inscriptive pieces, great atten- 
tion must be paid to local and topical propriety. The 
occasion, and the place, must not only regulate the 
tenor, but even the style of an inscription : for what, in 
one case, would be proper and agreeable, in another 
would be impertinent and disgusting. But these rules 
may always be taken for granted, that an inscription 
should be unaffected and free from conceits; that no 
sentimyit should be introduced of a trite or hackneyed 
nature ; and that the design and the moral to be incul- 
cated should be of sufficient importance to merit the 
reader's attention, and ensure his regard. Who would 
think of setting a stone up in the wilderness to tell the 
traveller what he knew before, or what, when he had 
learned for the first time, was not worth the knowing ? 
It would be equally absurd to call aside his attention to 
a simile or an epigrammatic point. Wit on a monument, 
is like a jest from a judge, or a philosopher cutting ca- 
pers. It is a severe mortification to meet with flippancy 
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where we looked for solemnity, and meretricious ele* 
gance where the occasion led us to expect the unadorn- 
ed majesty of truth. 

That branch of inscriptive writing which commemo- 
rates the virtues of departed worth, or points out the 
ashes of men who yet live in the* admiration of their 
posterity, is, of all others, the most interesting, and, if 
properly managed, the most useful. 

It is not enough to proclaim to the observer that he is 
drawing near to the relics of the deceased genius, — - 
the occasion seems to provoke a few reflections. If 
these be natural^ they will be in unison with the feelings 
of the reader, and, if they tend where they ought to 
tend, they will leave him better than they found him. 
But these reflections must not be too much prolonged. 
They must rather be hints than dissertations. It is suf- 
ficient to start the idea, and the imagination of the read- 
er will pursue the train to much more advantage than 
the writer could do by words. 

Panegyric is seldom judicious in the epitaphs on ptA^ 
lie charetcters^ for, if it be deserved, it cannot need publi- 
cation, and if it be exaggerated, it will only serve to ex- 
cite ridicule. When employed in memorizing the retired 
virtues of domestic life, and qualities which, though they 
only served to cheer the little circle of privacy, still de- 
served, from their unfrequency, to triumph, at least, for 
a while, over the power of the grave, it may be interest- 
ing and salutary in its efiects. To this purpose, how- 
ever, it is rarely employed. An epitaph-book will sel- 
dom supply the exigencies of character ; and men of 
talents are not always, even in these favored times, at 
hand to eternize the virtues of private life. 

The following epitaph, by Mr. Hayley, is inscribed on 
a monument to the memory of Cowper, in the church 
of East Dereham : 

* Ye who with warmth the public triumph feel 
Of talents dignified by sacred zeal. 
Here to Devotion's bard devoutly jint. 
Pay your fond tribute due to Cowper's dist ! 
England, exultins in his spotless fame. 
Ranks with her dearest sons his favorite name 
Sense, Fanc^, Wit, conspire not all to raise 
So clear a title to Affection's praise : 
His highest honors to the heart belong ; 
His virtues formed the magic of his song.*' 



*This epitaph,* says a periodical critic,* Ms simply 
elegant, and appropriately just.' I regard this sentence 
as peculiarly unfortunate, for the epitaph seems to mc 
to be elegant without simplicity^ and just without propriety. 
No one will deny that it is correctly written, and that it 
is not destitute of grace ; but in what consists its sim- 
plicity I am at a loss to imagine. The initial address is 
labored and circumlocutory. There is something artifi« 
cial rather than otherwise in the personification of En- 
gland, and her ranking the poet's name * with her dear* 
est sons,' instead of with those of her dearest sons, is like 
ranking poor John Doe with a proper bona fide son of 
Adam, in a writ of arrest. Sense, Fancy, and Wit, 
* raising a title,' and that to 'Affection's praise,' is not 
very simple, and not over intelligible. Again, the epi- 
taph is just because it is strictly true ; but it is by no 
means, therefore, appropriate. Who that would turn 
aside to vi^it the ashes of Cowper, would need to be told 
that England ranks him with her favorite sons, and that 
sense, fancy, and wit, were not his greatest honors, for 
that his virtues formed the magic of his song ; or who, 
hearing this, would be the better for the information ? 
Had Mr. Hayley been employed in the monumental 
psaises of a private man, this might have been exousa^ 
ble, but speaking of such a man as Cowper, it is idle. 
This epitaph is not appropriate, therefore, and we have 
shown that it is not remarkable fcnr simplicity. Perhaps 
the respectable critics themselves may not feel inelined 
to dispute this point very tenaciously. Epithets are 
very convenient little things for rounding off a period ; 
and it will not be the first time that truth has been sac- 
rificed to verbosity and antithesis. 

To measure lances with Hayley may he esteemed pre- 
sumptuous ; but probably the following, although much 
inferior as a composition, would have had more effect 
than his polished and harmonious lines. 

• Tiie Monthly Rerieww. 
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.N8CRIPTION FOR A MONUMENT 

to THE MEMORY OF COWPER. 

Reader ! if with no vulgar syuipathv 

Fhoa Tiew'st the wreck of genius ana of worth. 

Stay thou thy footsteps near this haUow*d spot. 

Here Cowper rests. Although renown have^made 

His name familiar to thine ear, this stone 

May tell thee that his virtues were above 

The common portion : — that the voice, now hush'd 

In death, vras once so^nelv querulous 

With pity's tones, and in the ear of wo 

Spake music. Now forgetful at tliy feet 

His tired head presses on its last long re^t, 

Still tenant of the tomb ; — ^and on the che^k, 

Once warm with animation's lambent flush. 

Sits the pale image of unmark'd decav. ' 

Yet mourn not. He had clioeen the Setter part : 

And these sad garments of mortality 

Put off, we trust, that to a happier land 

He vrant a Ught and gladsome passenger 

Sigh'st thou for honors, reader 1 Ciui to mind 

That glory's voice is impotent to pierce 

The silence of the tomb ! but virtue blooms 

Even on the wreck of life, and mounts the skies ! 

So ffird thy loins with lowliness, and walk 

With Cowper on the pilgrimage of Christ. 

This inscription is faulty from its length, but if a 
painter cannot get the requisite effect at one stroke, he 
must do it by many. The laconic style of epitaphs is 
the most difficult to be managed of any, inasmuch as 
most is expected from it. A sentence standing alone on 
a tbmb, or a monument, is expected to contain some- 
thing particularly striking : and when this expectation 
is disappointed, the reader feels like a man who, having 
been promised an excellent joke, is treated with a stale 
conceit, or a vapid pun. The best specimen of this 
kind, which I am acquainted with, is that on a French 
general : 

'SUte, Viators Heroem taieat!* 
Stop, traveller ; thou ireade$t on a hero ! 
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( KTO. IX. ) 



Scires e sanguine natos. 

Otio. 



It is common for busy and active men to behold the 
occupations of the retired and contemplative person with 
contempt. They consider his speculations as idle and 
unproductive ; as they participate in none of his feelings, 
they are strangers to his motives, his views, and his 
delights ; they behold him elaborately employed on what 
they conceive forwards none of the interests of life, con- 
tributes to none of its gratifications, removes none of its 
inconveniences: they conclude, therefore, that he is 
led away by the delusions of futile philosophy, that 
he labors for no good, and lives to no end. Of the va* 
rious frames of mind which they observe in him, no 
one seems to predominate more, and none appears to 
them more absurd, than sadness, which seems, in sotne 
degree, to pervade all his views, and shed a solemn tinge 
over all his thoughts < Sadness, arising from no person- 
al grief, and connected with no individual concern, they 
regard as moonstruck melancholy, the effect of a mind 
overcast with constitutional gloom, and diseased with 
habits of vain and fanciful speculation. — 'We can share 
with the sorrows of the unfortunate,' say they, 'but 
this monastic spleen merits only our derision : it tends 
to no beneficial purpose, it benefits neither its possessor 
nor society.' Those who have thought a little more on 
this subject than the gay and busy crowd, will draw 
conclusions of a different nature. That there is a sad- 
ness, springing from the noblest and purest sources, a 
sadness friendly to the human heart, and, by direct con- 
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sequence, to human natiu*e in general, is a truth which 
a little illustration will render tolerably clear, and which, 
when understood in its full force, may probably convert 
contempt and ridicule into respect. 

I set out, then, with the proposition, that the man who 
thinks deeply, especially if his reading be extensive, will, 
unless his heart be very cold and very light, become 
habituated to a pensive, or, with more propriety, a 
mournful cast of thought. This will arise from two 
more particular sources — from the view of human nature 
in general, as demonstrated by the experience both of 
past and present times, and from the contemplation of 
individual instances of human depravity and of human 
suffering. The first of these is, indeed, the last in the 
order of time, for his general views of hunmnity are in a 
manner consequential, or resulting from the special ; but 
I have inverted that order for the sake of perspicuity . 

Of those who have occasionally thought on these sub- 
jects, I may, with perfect assurance of their reply, in- 
quire what have been their sensations when they have, 
for a moment, attained a more enlarged and capacious 
notion of the state of man in all its bearings and depen- 
dences. They have found, and the profoundest philoso- 
I^ers have done no more, that they are enveloped in 
mystery, and that the mystery of man's situation is not 
without alarming and fearful circumstances. They have 
discovered that all they know of themselves is that they 
live, but that from whence they came, or whither they 
are going, is by Nature altogether hidden ; that impene- 
trable gloom surrounds them on every side, and that they 
even hold their morrow on the credit of to-day, when it 
is, in fact, buried in the vague and indistinct gulf of the 
ages to come ! — These are reflections deeply interesting, 
and lead to others so awful, that many gladly shut theur 
eyes on the ^ddy and unfathomable depths which seem 
to stretch before them. The meditative man, however, 
^adeavours to pursue them to the farthest stretch of the 
reasoning powers, and to enlarge his conceptions of the 
mysteries of his own existence ; and the more he learns, 
and the deeper he penetrates, the more cause does he 
find for being serious, and the more inducements to be 
continually thoughtful. 
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If^ agfttii) we turn from the condition of mortal exis* 
tenoe, oonsid«red in the abstract, to the qualities and 
characters of man, and his condition in a state of society, 
we see things perhaps equally strange and infinitely 
more affecting. — In the economy of creation, we per- 
ceive nothing inconsistent with the power of an all- wise 
and idl-merciful God. A perfect harmony runs through 
all the parts of the universe. Plato's sirens sing not 
only from the planetary octave, but through all the 
minutest divisions of the stupendous whole ; order, beau- 
ty, and perfection, the traces of the great Architect, 
glow through every particle of his work. At man, how- 
ever, we stop : there is (me exception. The harmony 
of order ceases, and vice and misery disturb the beauti- 
ful consistency of creation, and b^ng us first acquainted 
with positive evil. We behold men carried irresistibly 
away by corrupt principles and vicious inclinations, in- 
dulging in propen^ties, destructive as well to themselves 
as to those around them ; the stronger oppressing the 
weaker, and the bad persecuting the good ! we see the 
depraved in prosperity, the virtuous in adversity, the 
guilty unpunished, the deserving overwhelmed with un- 
provoked misfortunes. From hence we are tempted to 
think, that He, whose arm holds the planets in their 
course, and directs the comets along their eccentric or- 
bits, ceases to exercise his providence over the affairs 
of mankind, and leaves them to be governed. and direct- 
ed by the impulses of a corrupt heart, or the blind work- 
ings of chance alone. Yet this is inconsistent both with 
the wisdom and the goodness of the Deity. If God per-* 
mit evil, he causes it : the difference is casuistical. We 
are led, therefore, to conclude, that it was not always 
thus : that man was created in a for different and far 
happier condition ; but that, by some means or other, he 
has forfeited the protection of his Maker. Here then is 
a mystery. The ancients, led by reasonings alone, per- 
ceived it with amazement, but did not solve the problem. 
They attempted some explanation of it by the lame fic- 
tion of a golden age and its cession, where, by a circu- 
lar mode of reasoning, they attribute the introduction of 
vice to their gods having deserted the earth, and the 

34 



.S$6 coMn,ETc wofts:8 

deteriion of the gods to the introdMtico «f Yiaei^* TfkiBy 
howerer, was the logic of the poets ; the philosopher s jim- 
regarded the fable, bat did not dispute the: fact it was in- 
tended to account for. They often hint at human degash 
eracy, and some ujiknown curse hanging.over our beiagi, 
and even coining into the world along wijth us. Phny , in 
the preface to his seventh book, has this remariotUe 
passage : ^ The animal about to rule over the rest of 
created aninals lies weeping, bound hand and foot) 
making his first entrance upon life with sharp paiigs, 
and tUsj for no other crime than that he is bom mon.'-^^Cicd* 
ro, in a passage, for the preservation of which we are 
indebted to St. Augustine, gives a yet stronger idea of 
an existing degeneracy in human nature : — ' Man,' says 
he, ^ comes into existence, not as from the hands of a 
mother, but of a step-dame nature, with a body ^ebloi, 
nidced, and fragile, and a mind exposed to anxiety sod 
care, abject in fear, unmeet for labor, prone to lioeiv- 
tionsness, in which, however, there still dwell some 
sfiarks of the divine mind, though obscured, and, a» it 
were, in ruins.' And, in another place, he intimates it 
as a current opinion, that man comes into the world aa 
into a state of punishment expiatory of crimes commit- 
ted in some previous stage of existence, of which w^ 
now retain no recollection. 

From these proofs, and from daily observation and 
experience, there is every ground for concluding that 
num is in a state of misery and depravity quite inooa- 
silent with the happiness for which, by a benevqlent 
God, he must have been created. We see glaring nwrks 

♦ JCct ToTt Sii TtQog olvunov ano x^ovos avQvoSnijg^ 
jlevxoiaiv (paqttaat naXvyya^uvm xQoa xaXov^ 
^^ararofp tura tpvXov iTor, nqoXmoivT* av&qonTovg 
Ai6o)q»xai Ntfiitftg* ra St XtiTptrai aXyta XvyQa 
0fijrotg ar9qomoiat^ xaxovd'ovx taatrai a?.XTj. 

Hesiod. Opera et Dies. lib. 1. 195. 

Victa jacet Pie^ : et Virgo cnde madeoteSy 
Ultima cojlestum terras Astraea reliquit. O 

Ovid. Metamor. L. 1. Fab. 4 

Paulatim deinde ad Superos ABtraea recessit, 
Hac comite atque doae pariter fuffere eororea. 

Jwcnal. aat. n. 1. IS. 
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#f tkn lit oxit^mm Hime^. Prejudiee alone blinds us to 
the abiMirdity and the horror of those systematio omideis 
wMoh go by the name of iviars, where man falls on man, 
bvoth^ ^daughters brother, where death, in every vari- 
§tty of horror, preys/ on the finely "fibred^ human frame^^ and 
where the cry of the widow and the orphan rise up to 
heaven long after the thunder of the fight and the clang 
of arms have ceased, and the bones of sons, brothers^ 
and husbands slain are grown white on the field. Cua« 
toniB like these vouch, with most miraculous organs, 
for the depravity of the human heart, and these are not 
the most mournful of those considerations which pre* 
seat themselves to the mind of the thinking man; 

Private life is equally fertile in calamitous perversioa 
of reascm, and extreme accumulation of misery. On the 
one* hand, we see a large proportion of men sedulously 
employed in the eduction of their own ruin, pursuing 
vice in all its varieties, and sacrificing the peace and 
happiness of the innocent and unoffending to their own 
brutal gratifications ; and, on the other, pam, misfortune, 
and misery, overwhelming alike the good and the bad, 
the provident and the improvident. But too general a 
view would distract oih* attention : let the reader pardon 
me if I suddenly draw him away from the survey of the 
erowds of life to a few detached scenes. We will select 
a single picture at random. The character is common. 

Behold that beautiful female, who is rallying a well*" 
dressed young man with so much gayety and humor. 
Did you ever see so lovely a countenance ? There is an 
expression of vifvacity in her fine dark eye which quite 
captivates one ; and her smile, were it a little less bold, 
would be bewitching. How gay and careless she seems ! 
One would supipose she had a very light and happy heart. 
Alas I how appearances deceive ! This gayety is all 
feigned. It is her business to please, and beneath a 
feir and painted outside she conceals an unquiet and 
Ibrlorh breast. When she was yet very young, an en- 
gaging but dissolute young man took advantage of hef 
simplicity, and of the affection with which he had in- 
spired her, to betray her virtue. At first her infamy 
cost her many tears ; but habit wore away this remorse, 
Icaflrit^ only a kind of indistinct regret, and, as she 
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foiuily loved her betrayer, she eKperieiioed, at tuMi» m 
mingled pleasure even in this abandoned situatioa. But 
this was soon over. Her lover, on pretence of a jowmey 
into the country, left her forever. She soon afterwaeds 
heard of his marriage, with an agony of (|rief which few 
can adequately coaceive, and none describe* The mUs 
of want, however, soon subdued the more distracting 
ebullitions of anguish. She. had no dioice left ; all the 
gates of virtue were shut upon her, and though aha 
really abhorred the course, she was obliged to batakit 
herself to vice for support. Her next keeper possessed 
her person without her heart. She has since passed 
through several hands, and has found, by bitter expa* 
rience, that the vicious, on whose generosity she is 
thrown, are devoid of all feeling but that of self*grati&r 
cation, and that even the wages of prostitution ave re* 
luctantly and grudgingly paid. She now looks on al) 
men as sharpers. She smiles but to eat^gle and de« 
stroy, and while she simulates fondness, is intent oady 
on the extorting of that, at best poor pittance, which 
her necessities loudly demand. Thoughtless as she may 
seem, she is not without an idea of her forlorn and 
wretched situation, and she looka only to sodden deatfi 
as her refuge, against that time when her charms shaU 
cease to allure the eye of incontinence, when even the 
lowest haunts of infamy shall be shut agaiast her, aad 
without a friend or a hope, she must sink under thei 
pressure of want and disease. 

But we will now shift the scene a little, and select 
another object. Behold. yon poor weary wretch, who, 
with a child wrapped in her arms, with difficidty drsga 
along the road. The man, with a knapsack, who » 
walking before her, is her husband, and is uiardung U> 
join his regiment. He has been spending, at a draia^ 
shop in the town they have just left, the supply which* 
the pale and weak appearance of his wife proclaims was 
necessary for her sustenance. He is now half drunk, and 
is venting the artificial spirits which intoxication excites 
in the abuse of his weary helpmate behind him. She 
seems to listen to his reproaches in patient silence. Hw. 
face will tell you more than many words, as, with a wan 
and meaning look, she surveys die little wretch who is 
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ttBlel3j[> on Mr uttns. The iurbufent brut&Iity of the man 
excileft no littenikm : she is pondering on the future 
chanl^e of life, ftnd the probable lot of her heedless little 
one.' 

' ;Otte other ptetnre^ and I hare done The man pacing 
liHtti a slow 0tep and languid aspeet oVer yon prison 
itbiiit, was once a fine dashing fellow^ the admiration of 
the ladies,' and' Ihe envy of the men. He is the only 
representative of a once respectable family, and is 
l^ronght to^ this situation by unlimited indulgence at 
ihat time when the check is most necessary. He began 
toiigtire in genteel life at an early affe. His misjudging 
mother', to whose sole care he^ was reft, thinking no al- 
Hanee to6 good for her dariing^ cheerfully supplied his 
extravagance. Under the idea that it would not last long, 
and t^at it wotdd enable him to shine in those circles 
where she wished him to rise. But he soon found that 
habits of prodigriity , once well gained, are never eradi* 
Haled. His fortune, though genteel, was not adequate 
U> such habits of e:tpense. His unhappy parent lived to 
see him make a degrading alHance, and coihe in danger 
of a gaol, and then died of a broken heart. His affairs 
6oon wound themselves up. His debts were enormous, 
and he had nothing to pay them with. He has now 
6een in that prison many years, and since he is exchided 
from the benefit of an insolvency act, he has made up 
his mind to the idea of ending his days there. His wife, 
whose beauty had decoyed him, since she found he 
could not support her, deserted him for those who could, 
leaving him without friend or companion, to pace, with 
measured steps, over the court of a country gaol, and 
endeavour to beguile the lassitude of imprisonment, 
by thinking on the days that are gone, or counting the 
squares in his grated window in every possible direction, 
backwards, forwards, and across, till he sighs to find the 
sum always the same, and that the more anxiously we 
strive to beguile the moments in their course, the more 
sluggishly they travel. 

If these are accurate pictures of some of the varieties 
of human sufiering, and if such pictures are common 
even to triteness, what conclusions must we draw as to 
the condition of man in general, and what must be the 

34* 
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prev^ilin^ frame of mi&d of him who raeditalen moeh oife 
these subjects, and who, ttnbracing the whole tissue ^ 
causes and effects, sees Misery invariably the offiqprtfif of 
Vice, and Vice existing in hostility to the intentions and 
wishes of God ? Let the meditative man turn where 
he will, he finds traces of the depraved state of Natoref 
and her consequent misery. History presents him With 
little but murder, treachery, and crimes of every descrip* 
tion. Biography only strengthens tiie view, by concen- 
trating it. The philosophers remind him of the existence 
of evil, by their lessons how to avoid or endure it ; and 
the very poets themselves afford him pleasure, not un* 
connected with regret, as, either by contrast, exempli- 
fication, or deduction, they bring the world and ita 
circumstances before his eyes. 

That such a one, then, is prone to sadness, who* wiU 
wonder ? If such meditations are beneficial, who will 
blame them ? The discovery of evil naturally leads us 
to contribute our mite towards tiie alleviation of the 
wretchedness it introduces. While we lament vice, we 
learn to shun it ourselves and to endeavour, if possible^ 
to arrest its progress in those around us ; and in the 
course of these high and lofty speculations, we are in^ 
sensibly led to think humbly of ourselves, and to lift up 
our thoughts to Him who is alone the fountain of all 
perfection and the source of all good. W. 



MELANCHOLY HOURS. 

(NO. XO 



La rime est une esclave, et ne doit qa'obeir. 

BaiUaM L' Art PoeHqw. 



Experiments in versification have not often been suc- 
cessful. Sir Philip Sidney, with all.his genius, great as 
it undoubtedly was, could not impart grace to his hex- 



iimidtel^, or floeno^ to his sap^hlee. Speneer's stanza 
Was new, bi3t his t^er^e wm- famMiar to the ear; and 
thougti his rhymes were frequent even to satiety, he 
seems to have avoided the awkwardness of novelty, an4 
the difficulty of trnpraotised metres. Donne had not 
musle enough to render his broken rhyming couplets 
siifferable, and neither his wit nor his pointed satire 
were suficient to rescue him from that neglect which 
his uncouth and rugged versification speedily superin- 
duced. 

' In our times;, Mr. Southey has given grace and melo- 
dy to some of the Latin and Gre^ measures, and Mr. 
Bowles has written rhyming heroics, wherein the sense 
is transmitted from couplet to * couplet, and the pauses 
are varied with all the freedom of Wank verse, without 
l^eiting any sensation of ruggedness, or ojBending the 
nieest ^ar. But these are minor efforts : the former of 
these exquisite poets has taken a yet wider range, and 
in his 'Thalaba the Destroyer,' has spurned at all the 
received laws of metre, and framed a fabric of verse al- 
together his own. ^ 

An innovation, so bold as that of Mr. Southey, was 
sure to meet with disapprobation and ridicule. The 
world naturirtly looks with suspicion on systems which 
contradict established principles, and refuse to quadrate 
with habits which, as they have been used to, men are 
apt to think cannot be improved upon. The opposition 
which has been made to the metre of Thalabk, is, there- 
fore, not so much to be imputed to its want of harmony, 
as to the operation of existing prejudices ; and it is fair 
to conclude, that,, as these prejudices are softened by 
usage, and the strangeness of novelty wears off, the 
peculiar features of this lyrical frame of verse will be 
more candidly appreciated, and its merits more unre- 
servedly acknowledged. 

Whoever is conversant with the writings of 'this au- 
thor, will have observed and admired that greatness of 
mind, and comprehension of intellect, by which he is 
enabled, on all occasions, to throw off the shackles of 
habit and prepossession. Southey. never treads in the 
beaten track : his thoughts, while they are those of na- 
ture, carry that cast of originality which is the stamp 
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and testimony of geniiis* He views tliiagB ikiopgh • 
peeullar phasis, and while he has the feelings of a man, 
they are those of a man almost abstracted from mortali- 
tVy and reflecting on, and painting the scenes of life, as 
if he were a mere spectator, uninfluenoed by his owA 
connexion with the objects he surveys. To this faculty 
of bold discrimination I attribute many of Mr. Southey's 
peculiarities as a poet. He never seems to inquire how 
other men would treat a subject, or what may happen 
to be the usage of the times ; but filled with that strong 
sense of fitness, which is^ the result of bold and unshac- 
kled thought, he fearlessly pursues that course which hm 
own sense of propriety points out. 

It is very evident to me, and I should conceive to all 
who consider the subject attentively, that the structure 
of the verse, which Mr. Southey has promulgated in his 
Thalaba, was neither adopted rashly, nor from any vain 
emulation of originality. As the poet himself haj^ily 
observes, ^ It is the arabesque omammt of an Jlrabian tale.* 
No one would wish to see the Joan of Arc in such a 
garb ; but the wild freedom of the versification of Thala^ 
ba accords well with the romantic wildness of the story; 
and I do not hesitate to say, that, had any other known 
measure been adopted, the poem would have been de- 
prived of half its beauty, and all its propriety. In blank 
vei'se it would have been absurd; in rhyme, insipid. 
The lyrical manner is admirably adapted to the sudden 
transitions and rapid connexions of an Arabian tale, 
while its variety precludes tadium, and its full, because 
unshackled, cadence satisfies the ear with legitimate 
harmony. At first, indeed, the verse may appear un- 
couth, because it is new to the ear ; but I defy any man 
who has any feeling of melody, to peruse the whole 
poem without paying tribute to the sweetness of its flow, 
and the ^acefulness of its modulations. 

In judging of this extraordinary poen:j, we should con- 
sider it as a genuine lyric production, — ^we should con- 
ceive it as recited to the harp, in times when such rela- 
tions carried nothing incredible with them. Carrying 
this idea along with us, the admirable art of the poet 
will strike us with tenfold conviction ; the abrupt sublimi- 
ty of his transitions, the sublime simplicity of his manner, 
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«nd the 4eliettte touQhes by which he oonneetB the varir 
0U9 parts of his narrative^ #ill then be more strongly 
oftMiervBble, and we shall, in particular, remark the un* 
oommon felicity with which he has adapted his versifica- 
tion ; and, in the midst of the wildest irregularity, left 
nothing to shock the ear, or o&nd the jud^ent. 

W. 



MELANCHOLY HOURS, 
(iro. n.) 

THE PROGRESS OF KNOWLEDGE. 

Few histories would be more worthy of attention than 
that of the progress of knowledge, from its first dawn 
to the time of its meridian splendor, among the an- 
cient Greeks. Unfortunately, however, the precautions 
which, in this early period, were almost generally taken 
to confine all knowledge to a particular branch of men, 
and when the Greeks began to contend for thQ palm 
among the learned nations, their backwardness to ack- 
nowledge the sources from whence they derived the 
first principles of their philosophy, have served to wrap 
this interesting subject in almost impenetrable obscurity. 
Few vestiges, except the Egyptian hieroglyphics, now 
remain of the learning of the more ancient world. Of 
the two millions of verses said to have been written by 
the Chaldean Zoroaster, * we have no relics ; and the 
oracles which go under his name are pretty generally- 
acknowledged to be spurious. 

The Greeks unquestionably derived their philosophy 
from the Egyptians and Chaldeans. Both Pythagoras 
and Plato had visited those countries for the advantage 
of learning ; and if we may credit the received accounts 
of the former of these illustridus sages, he was regular- 
ly initiated in the schools of Egypt, during the period of 
twenty-two years that he resided in that country, and 
became the envy and admiration of the Egyptians them- 

♦ Plmy. 
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selves. Of the Pythagorean doetrines we have eoBie 
accounts remaining ; and nothing is wanting to render 
the systems of Platonism complete and intelligibld. in 
the dogmas of these philosophers, therefcnre, we may be 
able to trace the learning of these primitive natioouif 
though our conclusions must be eautiottsly drawn, aiid 
much must be allowed to the active intelligence of two 
Greeks. Ovid's short summary of the philosophy of 
Pythagoras deserves attention. 



-Isqne, tioet caeK regione remotoi. 



Mente DtoB adiit : et, qose aatara negabat 
ViflibuB httinaaM, oculis «a pectoris lumsit. 
Cumque animo, et vmh perqiexerat omnia cura ; 
Id mediam ducenda aabat : ooetunu^ue sileDtum, 
Dictaque mirantum, maffni primordia muodi 
Et rerum caoraa et qaufoatara doeebat, 
Quid Deiw : unde nives : que li|lmiiU8 esset origo 
Jupiter, an venti, discussa nube, lonarent, 
' Quid quateret terras : qua sidera kge mearcnt, 

£t quodcunque lateu 

If we are to credit this account, and it is corroborated 
by many other testimonies, Pythagoras searched deeply 
into natural causes. Some have imagined, and strongly 
asserted, that his central fire was figurative of the sun, 
«nd, therefore, that he had an idea of its real situation ; 
but this opinion, so generally adopted, may be combated 
with some, degree of reason. I shbuld be inclined to 
think Pythagoras gained his idea of the great central, 
vivifying, and creative fire from the Chaldeans, and that, 
therefore, it was the representative not of the sun but 
of the Deity. Zoroaster taught that there was one Grod, 
Eternal, the Father of the Universe : he assimilated the 
Deity to light, and applied to bim the names of Light, 
Beams, and Splendor. The Magi, corrupting his repre- 
sentation of the Supreme Being, and, taking literally 
what was meant as an allegory or symbol, supposed that 
God was this central fire, the source of heat, light, and 
life, residing in the centre of the universe ; and from 
hence they introduced among the Chaldeans the worship 
of fire. That Pythagoras was tainted with this super- 
stition is well known. On the testimony of Plutarch, 
his disciples held, that in the midst of the world is fire, 
or in the midst of the four elements is the fiery globe of 
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V«ltyrOTtMoBad-*tlbie proGrec^ve, nmtrjAiva) and exei- 
tire iK)wer. The sacred fire of Vesta, aiaoi^ the Greeks 
and Latins, was a remain of this doctrine. 

As the limits of this paper will not allow me to take 
ift flJl tine branches of this subject, I shall confine my at* 
tnticoi to the opinions held by these early nations of 
tile nature of the Godhead* 

Amidst the corruptions introduced by the Magi, we 
may discern, with tolerable certainty, that Zoroaster 
taught the worship of the one true God ; and Thales, Py- 
thagoras, and Plato, who had all been initiated in the 
mysteries of the Chaldeans, taught the same doctrine. 
These phUoBophers likewise asserted the omnipotence 
and eternity of God ; and that he was the creator of all 
things, and the governor of the universe. Plato de- 
cisively supported the doctrines of future rewards and 
punishments ; and Pythagoras, struck with the idea of 
the omnipresence of the Deity, defined him as animus per 
urdversas mundi partes amnemqtie naturam commeans atque diffth 
suSj ex quo omnia quce nascuntur animalia vUam capiunt.^-^An 
intelligence moving upon, and diffused over all the parts 
of the universe and all nature, from which all animals * 
derive their existence. As for the swarm of gods wor- 
shipped both in Egypt and Greece, it is evident they 
were only esteemed as inferior deities. In the time of 
St. Paul, there was a temple at Athens inscribed to the 
unknown God : and Hesiod makes them younger than 
the earth and heaven. 

EP otQjpjg ovg T'aia xai OvQavog tvQvg ajiTcrov 
Ot T' BX rajv tyevovro '^cot damiQts tcuav. 

Tkzoo. 

If Pythagoras, and the other philosophers who suc- 
ceeded him, paid honor to these gods, they either did it 
through fear of encountering ancient prejudices, or they 
reconciled it by recurring to the Dsemonology of th^ir 
masters, the Chaldeans, who maintained the agency of 
good and bad Daemons, who presided over different 
things, and were distinguished into the powers of light 
and darkness, heat and cold. It is remarkable, too, 

^LanctantiQi Div. Inst. Kb. cap. 5. etiam, Mumoius Fdix, *Pythagone Dew 
eft ammns per nnivenaam remm natinraia commeaiis atque iutentns ex quo etiani 
animafium omnium vita capiatur.' . 
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that amongst all these people^ whether Egyptiaiui or' 
Chaldeans, Greeks or Romans, as well as every other 
nation un er the sun, sacrifices were made to the gods, 
in ord^ to render them propitious to their wishes, or to 
expiate their offences — a fact which proves, that the 
conviction of the interference of the Deity in hmnani 
affairs is universal ; and, what is much more important, 
that this custom is primitive, and derived from the first 
inhabitants of the world. 



MELANCHOLY HOURS. 

(NO. XII.) 

While the seat of empire was yet at Byzantium, and 
that city was the centre, not only of dominion, but of 
learning and politeness, a certain hermit had fixed his 
residence in a cell, on the banks of the Athyras, at the 
distance of about ten miles from the capital. The spot 
was retired, although so near the great city, and was 
protected, as well by woods and precipices as by the 
awful reverence with which, at that time, all ranks be- 
held the character of a reV^luse. Indeed, the poor old 
man, who tenanted the little hollow, at the summit of a 
crag, beneath which the Athyras rolls its impetuous 
torrent, was not famed for the severity of his penances, 
or the strictness of his mortifications. That he was 
either studious, or protracted his devotions to a late 
hour, was evident, for his lamp was often seen to 
stream through the trees which shaded his dwelling, 
when accident called any of the peasants from their 
beds at unseasonable hours. Be this as it may, no mir- 
acles were imputed to him ; the sick rarely came to peti- 
tion for the benefit of his prayers, and, though some both 
loved him, and had good reason for loving him, yet 
many undervalued him for the want of that very auster- 
ity which the old man seemed most desirous to avoid. 
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It was evening, and the long shadows of the Thra- 
oian mountains were extending still farther and farther 
along the plains, when this old man was disturbed in 
his meditations by the approach of a stranger. *How 
far is it to Byzantium ?* was the question put by the 
traveller. * Not far to those who know the country,* re- 
plied the hermit, * but a stranger would not easily find 
his way through the windings of these woods, and the 
intricacies of the plains beyond them. Do you see that 
blue mist which stretches along the bounding line of the 
horisson as far as the trees will permit the eye to trace 
it ? That is the Propontis : and higher up on the left, 
the city of Constantinople rears its proud head above 
the waters. But I would dissuade thee, stranger, from 
pursuing thy journey farther to-night. Thou mayst 
rest in the village, which is half way down the hill ; or 
if thou wilt share my supper of roots and put up with a 
bed of leaves, my cell is open to thee.'-.—' I thank thee, 
father,' replied the youth. ' I am weary with my jour- 
ney, and will accept thy proffered hospitality.' They 
ascended the rock together. The hermit's cell was the 
work of nature. It penetrated far into the rock, and in 
the innermost recess was a little chapel, furnished with 
a crucifix, and a human skull, the objects of the hermit's 
nightly and daily contemplation, for neither of them re- 
ceived his adoration. That corruption had not as yet 
crept into the Christian church. The hermit now light- 
ed up a fire of dry sticks, (for the nights are very pierc- 
ing in the regions about the Hellespont aiad the Bos-* 
phorus,) and then proceeded to prepare their vegetable 
meal. While he was thus employed, his young guest 
surveyed, with surprise, the dwelling which he was to 
inhabit for the liight. A cold rock-hole on the bleak 
summit of one of the Thraciam hills, seemed to him a 
comfortless choice for a weak and solitary old man. The 
rude materials of his scanty furniture still more surpris** 
ed him. A table fixed to the ground, a wooden bench, 
an earthem lamp, a number of rolls of papyrus and vel- 
lum, and a heap of leaves in a corner, the hermit's bed, 
were all his stock. ^ Is it possible,' at length he ex- 
claimed, ^ that you can tenant this comlbrtless eave, 
with those scanty accommodations, through (dioice -, Qo 

35 
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with me, old man, to Constantinople, and receive from 
nde those conveniences which befit your years.' ^ And 
what art thou going to do at Constantinople, my youn^ 
friend ?' said the hermit, ^ for thy dialect bespeaks thee 
a. native of more southern regions. Am I mistaken, art 
thou not an Athenian ?' ^ I am an Athenian,' replied 
the ^outh, *' by birth, but 1 hope I am not an Athenian 
in vice. I have ieftmy degenerate birth*plaee in queirt 
of happiness. I have learned from my master, Speu^p- 
pus, a genuine asserler of the much belied doctrines of 
Epicurus, that as a future state is a mere phantom an^ 
vagary of the brain, it is the only true wisidom to enjoy 
life while we have it. But I have learned from him 
also, that virtue alon^ is true enjoyment. I am resolv* 
ed, therefore, to enjoy life, and that too with virtue, aa 
my companion and guide. My travels are begun with 
the design of discovering where I can best unite both 
objects : enjoyment the most exquisite, with virtue the 
most perfect. You perhaps may have reached the 
latter, my good father ; the former you have certainly 
missed. To-morrow I shall continue my search. Al 
Constantinople, I shall laugh and sing with the gay« 
meditate with the sober, drink deeply of every unpoliu* 
ted pleasure, and taste all the fountains of wisdom cmd 
philosophy. I have heard much of the accomplishments 
of the women of Byzantium. With us, females are mere 
household slaves ; here, I am told, they have ndnds, I 
almost promise myself that I shall marry and settle at 
Constantinople, where the loves and graces seem alone 
to reside, and where even the toamen have minds. My 
good father, how the wind roars about this aerial nest 
of yours, and here you sit during the long cold xughts, 
all alone, cold and cheerless, when Constantinople is 
just at your feet, with all its joys, its comforts, and its 
elegances. I perceive that the. philosophers of our sect, 
who succeeded Epicurus, were right, when they taught 
that there might be virtue without eigoyment, and tha^ 
virtue without enjoyment is not worth the having.' The 
face of the youth kindled with animation as he spake 
these words, and he visibly enjoyed the. consciousness 
of superior intelligence. The old man sighed and was 
silent. As they eat their frugal supper, both partis 
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seemed involved in deep thought. The young travel- 
ler was dreaming of the Byizantine women : his hxM 
seemed occupied with far dijSerent meditations* ^ So 
you are ravelling to Constantinople in search of hap{»- 
ness ?' at length exclaimed the hermit ; ^J too have been 
a suitor of that divinity, and it may be of use to you to 
hear how I have fared. The history of my life will 
terve to fill up the interva) before we retire to rest, and 
my experience may not prove altogether useless to one- 
who is about to go the same journey which I have fin- 
ished. 

* These scanty hairs of mine were not always gray, 
nor these limbs decrepit : I was once, like thee, young, 
fresh, and vigorous, full of deUghtful dreams and gay 
anticipations. Life seemed a garden of sweets, a path 
of roses ; and I thought I had but to choose in what way 
I would be happy. I will pass over the incidents of my 
boyhood, and come to my maturer years. I had scarce- 
ly seen twenty summers, when I formed one of those 
extravagant and ardent attachments, of which youth is 
so susceptible. It happened, that, at that time, I bore 
arms under the emperor Theodosius, in his expedition 
against the Groths, who had overrun a part of Thrace. 
In our return from a successful campaign, we staid some- 
time in the Greek cities, which border on the Euxine. 
In one of these cities I became acquainted with a female, 
whose form was not more elegant than her mind was 
cultivated, and her heart untainted. I had done her 
&mily some trivial services, and her gratitude spoke too 
warnaly to my intoxicated brain to leave any doubt on 
my mind that she loved me. The idea was too exquis- 
itely pleasing to be soon dismissed. I sought every 
occasion of being with her. Her mild, persuasive voice 
seemed like the music of heaven to my ears, after liie 
toils and roughness of a soldier's life. I had a friend, 
too, whose converse, next to that of the dear object of 
my secret love, was most dear to me. He formed 
the third in all our meetings, and beyond the enjoym^it 
of the society of these two, I had not a wish. I had 
never yet spoken explicitly to my female friend, but I. 
fondly hoped we understood each other. Why should I 
dwell on the subject ? I was mistaken. My friend 
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threw himself on my mercjr* I found that be^'not I, 
was the object of her alSections* Young man, you may 
conceive, but I cannot describe what I felt, as I joined 
their hands. The stroke was severe, and, for a time, 
unfitted ine for the duties of my station. I suffered the 
array to leave the place without accompanying it : and 
thus lost the rewards of my past services, and forfeited 
the favor of my sovereign. This was another source 
of anxiety and regret to me, as my mind recovered its 
wonted tone. But the mind of youth, however deeply 
it may feel for awhile, eventually rises up from dejec- 
tion, and regains its wonted elasticity. That rigor by 
which the spirit recovers itself from the depths of use- 
less regret, and enters upon new prospects with its ac- 
customed ardor, is only subdued by time. I now applied 
myself to the study of philosophy, under a Greek master, 
and all my ambition was directed towards . letters. But 
ambition is not i|uite enough to fill a young man's heart. 
I still felt a void there, and sighed as I reflected on the 
happiness of my friend. At the time when I visited the 
object of my first love, a young Christian woman, her 
frequent companion, had sometimes taken my attention. 
She was an Ionian by birth, and had all the softness and 
pensive intelligence which her countrywomen are said 
to possess when unvitiated by the corruptions so preva- 
lent in that delightful region. Tou are no stranger to 
the contempt with which the Greeks then treated, and 
do still, in some places, treat the Christians. This 
young woman bore that contempt with a calmness which 
surprised me. There were then but' few converts to 
that religion in those parts, and its profession was there- 
fore more exposed to ridicule and persecution from its 
strangeness. Notwithstanding her religion, I thought I 
oould love this interesting and amiable female, and, in 
spite of my former mistake, I had the vanity to imagine 
I was not indifferent to her. As our intimacy increased, 
I learned, to my astonishment, that she regarded me as> 
one involved in ignorance and error : and that, although 
she felt an affection for me, yet she would never become 
my wife, while I remained devoted to the religion of my 
ancestors. Piqued at this discovery, I received the 
books, which she now for the first time put into my 
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hands, with pity atid contempt. I expected to find them 
nothing but the repositories of a miserable and deluded 
superstition, more presuming than the mystical leaves 
of the Sibyls, or the obscure triads of Zoroaster. How 
was I mistaken ! There was much which I could not 
at all comprehend ; but, in the midst of this darkness, 
the effect of my ignorance, I discerned a system of mo- 
rality, so exalted, so exquisitely pure, and so far remov- 
ed from all I would have conceived of the most perfect 
virtue, that all the philosophy of the Grecian world 
seemed worse than dross in the comparison. My former 
learning had only served to teach me that something 
vr&B wanting to complete the systems of philosophei^. 
Here that invisible link was supplied, and I could even 
then observe a harmony and consistency in the whole 
which carried irresistible conviction to my mind. I will 
not enlarge on this subject. Christianity is not a mere 
set of opinions to be embraced by the understanding. 
It is the work of the heart as well as the head. Let it 
suffice to say, that, in time, I became a Christian, and 
the husband of Sapphira. 



REFLECTIONS. 



ON PRAYER. 

If there be any duty which our Lord Jesus Christ 
seems to have considered as more indispensably neces- 
sary towards the formation of a true Christian, it is that 
of prayer. He has taken every opportunity of impres- 
sing on our minds the absolute need in which we stand 
of the divine assistance, both to persist in the paths of 
righteousness, and to fly from the allurements of a fas- 
cinating, but dangerous life : and he has directed us to 
the only means of obtaining that assistance in constant 
and habitual appeals to the throne of Grace. Prayer is 

36* 
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certainly the faandationHslone of the supentructiire of a 
religioas life : for a man can neither arriye at true piety, 
nor perseyere in its ways vfhen attained, unless, with 
suicere and continued fervency, and with the most un- 
affected anxiety, he imiriore Almighty God to grant him 
his perpetual grace, to guard and restrain him fnxn all 
those derelictions of heart, to whidi we are, by nature, 
but too prone. I should think it an insult to the under* 
standing of a Christian to dwell on the necessity of 
prayer, and, before we can harangue an infidel on its 
efficacy, we must conyince him, not only that the Being 
to whom we address ourselves really exists, but that he 
condescends to hear and to answer our humble supjriica^ 
tions. As Uiese objects are foreign to my present pap- 
pose, I shall take my leave of the necessity of prayer, 
as acknowledged by all to whom this paper is addiesaed^ 
and shall be content to expatiate oa the strong induce- 
ments which we have to lift up our souls to our Maker 
in the language of suppUeatioa and of praise ; to depict 
the happiness which resalts to the man of tive piety 
from the exercise of this duty ; and, lastly, to warn 
mankind, lest their fervency should carry them into the 
extreme of fanaticism, and their prayers, instead of being* 
silent and unassuming expressions of gratitude to tiieir 
Maker, and humble entreaties for his favoring grace,' 
should degenerate into clamorous vociferations and inso* 
lent gesticulations, utterly repugnant to the true spirit 
of prayer, »id to the language of a ereliture addressing 
his Creator. 

There is such an exalted delight to a regenerate being* 
in the act of prayer, and he anticipates with so much 
pleasure amid the toils of business, and the crowds of 
the world, the moment when he shall be able to pour 
out his soul without intermption into the bosom of hie 
Maker, that I am perscMded, that the decree of desire or 
repugnance which a man feels to the performance of this 
amiable duty, is an infallible mterion of his acceptance 
with God. Let the unhapi^ ch9d of disapation — 1^ 
the impure voluptuary boast of his short hours of exquis- 
ite enjoyment ; even in the degree of bliss they are infi- 
nitely inferior to the delight of whidi the ri^teous 
toian participates in his private devotions ; while m thc» 
oppodte co B B cqu enoea they lead to a no less wide exr 
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treme than hetrven and hell, a state of positive Jbappi- 
nessy and a state of positive misery. If there were no 
other inducifflpnent to prayer, than the very gratification 
it imparts to the soiil, it would deserve to be regarded 
as the most important object of a Christian ; for no- 
where else eould he purchase so much calmness, so 
mach resignation, and so much of that peace and repose 
of spirit, in which consists the chief happiness of this 
oliierwise ^iark a»d stormy being. But to prayer, be- 
sides the inducem^it of momentary gratification, the 
V9ry aetf-love implanted in our bosoms would lead us to 
resort, as the chief good, for our Lord hath said^ ^ Ask, 
and it shall be given to thee ; knock, and it shall be 
opened ;' and not a supplication made in the true spirit 
of faith and humility, but shall be answered ; not a re- 
quest which is urged with unfeigned submission and 
lowliness of spirit, but shall be granted, if it be consis- 
teitt with our happiness, either temporal or eternal. Of 
this happiness, however, the Lord God is the only 
judge ; but this we do know, that whether our requests 
be granted, or whether they be refused all is working 
together for our ultimate benefit. 

When I say, that such of our requests and solicitations, 
s» are urged in the true spirit of meekness, humility, and 
Biabmission, will indubitably be answered, I would wish 
to draw a line between supplications so urged, and those 
violent and vehement declamations which, under the 
name of prayers; are sometimes heard to proceed from 
the lips of men professing to worship €rod in the spirit 
of meekness and truth. Surely I need not impress on 
aiiy reasonable mind, how directly contrary these inflam- 
ed and bombastic . harangues are to every precept of 
Christianity, and every idea of the deference due from a 
poor worm, like man, to the omnipotent and all-great 
God. Can we hesitate a moment as to which is more 
aoceptable in his sight — the diffident, the lowly, the re- 
tiring, and yet solemn and impressive form of worship 
of our excellent chureh ; and the wild and labored ex- 
clamations, the authoritative and dictatory clamors of 
men, who, forgetting the immenBe distance at which 
they stand from the awful Being whom they address, 
boldly, and with unblushing front, speak to their God as 
to an equal, and almost dare to prescribe to his infinite 
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wisdom the steps it shall pursue ? How often has the 
silent, yet eloquent eye of imsery, wrung from the re- 
luctant hand of charity that relief which has been denied 
to the loud and importunate be^ar ? And is Heaven 
to be taken by storm ? Are we to wrest the Almighty 
from his purposes by vociferation and importunity ? 
God forbid ! It is a fair and a reasonable, thougli a 
melancholy inference, that the Lord shuts his ears 
against prayers like these, and leaves the dfluded sup- 
plicants to follow the impulse of their own head-strong 
passions, without a guide, and destitute of every ray of 
his pure and holy light. 

Those mock apostles, who thus disgrace tiie woridiip 
of the true God by their extravagance, are very fond of 
appearing to imitate the conduct of our Saviour, during 
his mortal peregrination ; but how contrary were his 
habits to those of these deluded men ! Did he teach 
his disciples to insult the ear of Heaven with noise and 
damor ? Were his precepts those of fanaticism and 
passion ? Did he inflame the minds of his hearers with 
vehement and declamatory harangues ? Did he pray 
with all this confidence — ^this arrogance— this assurance ? 
How different was his conduct ! He divested wisdom 
of all its pomp and parade, in order to suit it to the ca- 
pacities of the meanest of its auditors. He spake to 
them in the lowly language of parable and similitude ; 
and when he prayed, did he instruct his hearers to at- 
tend to him with a loud chorus of Amens P Did he (par- 
ticipating as he did in the Godhead,) did he assume the 
tone of sufficiency, and the language of assurance ? Far 
from it ! he prayed, and he instructed his disciples to 
pray, in lowliness and meekness of spirit ; he instructed 
them to approach the throne of Grace with fear and 
trembling, silently, and with the deepest awe and ven- 
eration ; and he evinced by his condemnation of the 
prayer of the self-sufficient Pharisee, opposed to that of 
the diffident publican, the light in which those were 
considered in the eyes of the L9rd, who, setting the 
terrors of his Godhead at defiance, and boldly building 
on their own worthiness, approached him with confi- 
dence and pride. # * * 



OR a. K* WBIT&. 4^7 

.Therb is Qothing so iadispensably necessary towardB 
the establishmeat of future earthly > as well as heavenly 
happiness, as early impressions of piety. For, as re- 
ligion is the sde source of all human welfare and peace, 
so habits of religious reflection, in the spring of life, are 
the only means of arriving at a due sense of the impor- 
tftnce c^ divine ooocerns in age, except by the bitter and 
hazardous roads of repentance and remorse. There is 
not a more awful spectacle in nature, than the death-bed 
oS a hUt repentance. The groans of agony which attend 
the separation of the soul mm the b(^y, heightened by 
the heart-piereihg exclamation of mental distress ; the 
dreadful ebullitions of horror and remorse, intermingled 
with Hie half-fearful, but fervent deprecations of the 
divine wrath, and prayers for the divine mercy, joined 
to the pathetic imploring to the friends who stand weep- 
ing around the bed of the sinner to pray for him, and to 
take warning from his awful end, contribute to render 
thin scene such an impressive and terrible memento of 
the state of those who have n^eglected their souls, as 
must bring to a due sense of his duty the most hardened 
of infidels. 

It is to ensure you, my young friends, as far as pre- 
cept can ensure you, from horrors like these in your 
last moments, that I write this little book, in the hopes 
that, through the blessing of the Divine Being, it may 
be useful in inducing you to reflect on the importance of 
early piety, and lead you into the cheerful performance 
of your duties to God, and to your own souls. In the 
pursuit of this plan, I shall, first, consider the bliss 
which results from a pious disposition, and the horrors 
of a wicked one. Secondly, the necessity of an early 
attention to the concerns of the soul towards the estab- 
lishment of permanent religion, and its consequent happi- 
ness ; and, thirdly, I shall point out and contrast the last 
moments of those who have acted in conformity, or in 
contradiction to the rules here laid down. 

The contrast between the lives of the good and the 
wicked man afibrds such convincing arguments in sup- 
port of the excellence of religion, that, even those infi- 
dels who have dared to assert their disbelief of the doc- 
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trine of Revelation, have confessed that in a political 
point of view, if in no other, it ought to be maintained. 
Compare the peaceful and collected course of the virtu* 
OOB and pious man, with the . turbulent irregularity and 
violence of him who neglects his soul for the allure- 
ments of vice, and judge for yourselves of the policy of 
the conduct of each, even in this world. Whose pleas- 
ures are the most exquisite ? Whose delights the most 
lasting ? Whose state is the most enviable ? His who 
barters his hopes of eternal welfare for a few fleeting 
moments of brutal gratification, or his who, while he 
keeps a future state alone in his view, finds happinesai 
in the conscientious performance of his duties, and the 
scrupulous fulfilment of the end of his sojourn here ? 
Believe me, my friends, there is no comparison between 
them. The joys of the infatuated mortal who sacrifices 
his soul to his sensualities, are mixed with bitterness 
and anguish. The voice of conscience rises distinctly 
to his ear, amid the shouts of intemperance and the sal* 
lies of obstreperous mirth. In the hour of rejoicing, she 
whispers her appalling monitions to him, and his heart 
sinks within him, and the smile of triumphant villany is 
converted into the ghastly grin of horror and hopeless^ 
ness. But, oh ! in the languid intervals of dissipation ; 
in the dead hour of the night, when all is solitude and 
silence, when the soul is driven to commune with itself, 
and the voice of remorse, whose whispers were before 
half drowned in the noise of riot, rises dreadfully dis* 
tinct — What ! — ^what are his emotions ! — Who can paint 
his agonies, his execrations, his despair ! Let that man 
lose again, in the vortex of fashion, and folly, and viciSf 
the remembrance of his horrors : let him smile, let him 
laugh and be merry ; believe me, my dear readers, he is 
not happy, he is not careless, he is not the jovial being he 
appears to be. His heart is heavy within him ; he can* 
not stifle the reflections which assail him in the very 
moment of enjoyment ; but strip the painted veil from 
his bosom, lay aside the trappings of folly, and that 
man is miserable^ and not only so, but he has purchased 
that misery at the expense of eternal torment. 

Let us oppose to this awful picture the life of the good 
-man ; of him who rises in the morning with cheerfulness, 
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to praise his Creatoc^br all the good he hath bestowed 
upon him, and to pierform with studious exactness the 
duties of his station ; and lays himself down on his pil« 
low in the evening in the sweet conseiousneds of the ap- 
plause of his own heart. Place this man on the stormy 
seas of misfortune and sorrow — ^press him with afflictive 
dispetisations of Providence — snatch from his arms the 
object of his affections — separate him forever from all 
be loved and held dear on earth, and leave him isolated 
lEuid an outcast in the world, — he is calm — ^he is compos* 
ed— he is grateful — ^he weeps, for human nature is weak, 
btit he still preserves his composure and resignation — 
he still looks up to the Giver of all good with thankfiil- 
ne^ and praise, and perseveres with calmness and forti- 
tude in the paths of righteousness. His dii^ppointments 
cannot overwhelm him, for his chief hopes are placed 
far, very far, beyond the reach of human vicissitude. 
^ He hath chosen that good part, which none can take 
away from him.' 

Here then lies the great excellence of religion and 
piety ; they not only lead to eternal happiness, but to the 
happiness of this world ; they not only ensure everiast- 
irig bliss, but they are the sole means of arriving at that 
degree of felimty which this dark and stcHony being is 
i^pable of, and are the sole supports in the hour of ad- 
versity and affliction. How infatuated then must that 
nMin be, who can wilfully shut his eyes to his own wel* 
fare, and deviate from the paths of righteousness which 
lead to bliss. Even allowing him to entertain the erro* 
neons notion that religion does not lead to happiness in 
this life, his conduct is incompatible with every idea of 
a reasonable being. In the Spectator we find the fol- 
lowing image employed to induce a conviction of the 
magnitude of this truth : supposing the whole body of 
the earth were a great ball, or mass of the finest sand, 
and that a single grain, or particle of this sand, should 
be annihilated every thousand years; supposing then 
that you had it in your choice to be happy all the while 
this prodigious mass was consuming, by this slow meth^ 
od, till there was not a grain of it left, on condition that 
you were to be miserable ever after ; or supposing that 
you might be happy forever after, on condition you would 
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be miserable till the whole mass of saod were thus anoihi-^ 
lated, at the rate of one sand a thousand years ; which 
of these two cases would yoU make your choice ? 
It must be confessed that in this case so many * * 



The life of man is transient and unstable ; its fairest 
passages are but a lighter shade of evil, and yet those 
passages form but a disproportionate part of the picture. 
We all seek Happiness, though with diiSerent degrees 
of avidity, while the fickle object of our pursuits continu- 
ally evades the grasp of those who are the most eager in 
the chase ; and, perhaps at last throws herself into the 
arms of those who had entirely lost all sight of her, and 
who, when they are most blessed with her enjoyment, 
are least conscious that they possess her. Were the 
objects in which we placed the consummation of our 
wishes always virtuous, and the means employed to 
arrive at the bourn of our desires uniformly good, there 
can be little doubt that the aggregate of mankind would 
be as happy as is ccuisistent with the state in which they 
live : but, unfortunately vicious men pursue vicious ends 
by vicious means, and, by so doing, not only ensure 
their own misery, but they overturn and destroy the fair 
designs of the wiser and the better of their kind. Thus 
he who has no idea of a bliss beyond the gratification of 
his brutal appetites, involves in the crime of seduction, 
the peace and the repose of a good and happy family, 
and an individual act of evil extends itself by a contin* 
ued impulse over a large portion of society. It is thus 
that men of bad minds become the pests of the socie- 
ties of which they happen to be members. It is thus 
that the virtuous among men pay the bitter penalty of 
the crimes and follies of their unworthy fellows. 

Men who have passed their whole lives in the lap of 
luxury and enjoyment, have no idea of misery beyond 
that of which they happen to be the individual olgects. 



£y«a» Tkmrtten Ig Co. 8Ur$tifpert* 



. liCM^1Sjttlla*iAaUiia&^ 



VlliPWV^iVi^nRmPRK" 



'W «■■ I4F • 



^ 



L 



; ►• 






!■» 






■ V 



V 

( 

I 
t 




'%, 



\ 



